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ADVERTISEMENT. 
$<Plays lately publiſhed : ThePFrovok'd Wife : Plot and no Plot : Anato- 

miſt or Sham-Notor: Rule a Wife and have a Wife : Rover, or the Baniſh'd Cavalicr : 
The. Younger Brother, or Amorous Jilt : Spaniſh Wires, a Farce : Unnacural Brother, a 
Tragedy : ' Trivmphs of Virtue, a Traze-Comedy. All Printed for Richard Wellington, ar the 
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B< There is in the Preſs Laſlels Travels intothe Italy, with largs” Additions, by a 
Moaren band. | | 
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To the Right Honourable Charles Earl of Dorſet and Mid- 
dleſex, Lord Chamberlain of his Majeſties Houſhould, 
and one of his Majeſtics moſt Honourable Privy Cou- 


cil, &c. 


May it pleaſe your Lordſhip, | 
His Play, when it was Acted, in the CharaGtcr of the Princeſs 
of Jainville, had a reſemblance of Margnerite in the Maſſa- 
cre of Paris, Siſter to Charles the Ninth, and Wife to Her- 
ry the Fourth King of Navar : That fatal Marriage which 
coſt the Blood of ſo many Thouſand Men, - and the Lives of the beſt 


- Commanders. What was borrowed 1n the Action is left out in the Print, 


and quite obliterated in the minds of Men. But the Duke of Guiſe, 
who was Notorious for a bolder Fault, has wreſted two whole Scenes 
from the Original, which after the Vacarion he will be forc'd to pay. 
I wasI confeſs through Indignation, forc'd to limb my own Child , 
which Time, thetrue Cure for all Maladies,and Injuſtice has ſet together 
again. The Play coſt memach pains, the Story is true, and ho 

the Object will diſplay Treachery in its own Colours, But this Farce, 
Comedy, Tragedy, or meer Play, was a Revenge for the Refuſal of 
the other 3 for when they expected the moſt poliſt*d Hero in Nemours, 
I gave/em a Rufhan recking from Whetſtones-Park, The fourth and 
fifth Acts of the Chances, where Dor John is pulling down Marriage . 
Alamode, where they are bare to the Waſte 5 the Libertire, and Epſom- 
Wells, are but Copies of his Villany. He lays abouthim like the Gla- 
diator in «he Park 3 they may walk by, and take no notice. I beg your 
Lordſhip*to excuſe this account, for indeed *cis all ro introduce the 
Maſſacre of Paris to your Favour, and approve it to be play*d in its 


firſt F1gure. | 
| Your Lordſhips \d 


Humble and Obedient Servant, 


NAT. LEE. 


PROLOGUE: 


I \Ruſt was the Glory of the foremoſt Age, 


When Truth and Love with Friendſhip did engage 5 


When Man to Man con'd walk with Arms entwiwd, 
And vent their Griefs in ſpaces of the Wind ; 
Expreſs their minds, and ſpeak their thoughts as clear, 
* As Eaftern Mornings op ning to the year. 
But ſince that Law and Treachery came in, 
And open Honeſty was made a Sin, ; 
Men wait for Men as Dogs for Foxes prey, 
And Women wait the cloſing of the day. 
. There's ſcarce a man that ventures to be good, 
For Truth by Knaves was never anderſtood 3, 
For there's the Curſe, when Vice ger Virtne rules, 
Tlat all the World are Knaves or downright Fools. 
| So they may make advantage of th' Allay, 
, They I take the Droſs and throw the Gold away. 
Women turn Oſurers with their own affright, 
And Want's the Hag that rides *em all the night. 
The little Mob, the City Waftcoateer, 
Will pinch the Back to make the Buttock bare, 
And drain the laſt poor Guinea from her Dear. 
Thus Times are turn'd.upon a private end, 
There's ſcarce a Man that”s generous to his Friend. 
But there's a Monarch on a Throne ſublime, 
That makes Truth Law, and gives the Poets Rhime 
Be his the buf neſs of our little Fates, | 
Our mean Contentions, and their high Debates. 
By Sea and Land our moſt Imperial Lord, 
ith all the Praiſes Bleſt that Hearts afford, 
With Lawrels Crown"d, unconquer'd by the Sword: 
William. #he Soveraign of our ww.le Affairs, 
Our Guide iz Peace, and Conncil in the Wars. 


Ling, 


EPILOGUE: 


Hat is this Wit which Cowley con'd not name ? 


- The rare.Inducement to a perfe&& Fame, 
The Art of Natare curious in a Frame, 
Is it a Whig, @ Trimmer, or a Tory, 
Or an Old Fop forgotten in the Story ? 
'Tis Honour weild in Honeſty's Diſguiſe, * 
Or Ceſar like a Fencer in a Prize ; 
'Tis Pindar's Ramble, Nature in Miſrule, 
A Politician ated by a Fool. 
Tis all wariety that Arts can give, + 
The Daniad's filling of a Leakey Sieve : 
The Vallies Sweets, and the diſtilling Spring, 
The brimming Bacchus that the Muſes bring, 
To drink the Health of England's Glorious King. - 
A Stateſman thoughtful for a Clown revil'd, 
A Peſtle and a Mortar fog a Chzjld. 
'Tis a true Principle, but hardly ſbown, 
An Artificial Sigh, a Virgins Groan, © 
When the farft night her Lover layes her on. 
Tis like a. Laſs that Gads to gather May, 
Tis like the Comedy you Bave to day. 
A Bulling Gallant in a wanton. Play. 
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The Names of the Actors. 


Rince. of Cleve 
”. Duke Nemours 
Bellamore | 
Jaques 
St. Andre 
 Vidam of Chartres 
- Foltrot _ 


W O'M-E N. 


Princeſs of Cleve | "— 
Tournon © 

'. Marguerite 

_ Elianor 

Celia 

Irene evil - 


La March. 


SCENE PARFS. 


Mr. Williams. 


Mr. Betierton. 
Mr. 
Mr. 


Mr. Lee. 


Mr. Gillo. 
Mr. Nokes. 


Mrs.Barry. 
Mrs. Lee. 


Lad. Slingsby. 
Mr$sBetterton- 


Mrs. 


" Mrs. 


Mrs. 


- THE 


(1) FRI 


THE eG 
Pirnceſs of Cleve. 
ACT I SCENE E 


Nemours, Bellamore. Fiddles Playing. 


New, 0 01d there you Monſieur Devol ; 1 Lao leaveoff playing' fine in 
Conſort, and ſtick to Time and Tune—So now the Song, call 
in the Eonuch ; come my pretty Stallion, hem and begin. 


}. $..Q N GC. 


LL other wr ngs io bat Toyes 2 
To "i AY bs ſeep rac 
e be of bis his Happine F 
The Pleaſure's purer for be jp ares 
The Pains, = and % Cares. 


m__ whey. 4 

| ta made his moan ;, - 

Verna the Queen of Fan F | 
Told bis flaws flame ; R " 


© And as he ſlept ſhe cool 
The Fancy charm'd him as he lay, | 
. _ Hd Fancy brought the Stone and. ROE 


Nem. Sirrah, ſtick to clean Pleaſutgs, deep Sleep, moderate Wine, ſin-- 
cere Whores, and thou art ha PY 3 Now by this 'damask. Cheek I love thee Ss 
keep but this gracious Form of thine in health; and PH put thee in the way: 
of livirs like a Man——— What I have truſted thee with—— My Love to the: 
Princeſs of Cleve, Treaſtre it as thy Life, nor let the Yidam of Chartres know 
c - fur t;- never i. ſcem to cheriſh him, becauſe he has the knack of telling a 


nis got the Stone, 


$077 malicioufly, 2nd is 2 great pretender to Nature, I caſt him off here-— 
”"t'18 F900 kh 7 him eco is her Uncle,and hasa. ſort of-afte&ed Honour, . 
That ould 7 Take him prin to (che leap her--- Hey Jager When Maddm- 
74 \ Ti OKT OM:- 

= . "=* 


2 The Princeſs of Cleve. 
Tournon comes, brim? her in; and hark you Sir, whoever comes to ſpeak with 
me while ſhe is with me- | | 


" I... 


Faq. What if the Dauphin comes ? EN 
' Nem. What if his Father comes, Dog—Slave—Fool ! What if Paris were 

a fire, the Preſident and Council-of .fixteen ar the Door! Pm ſick, Pm not 
* within — Ima hundred mile off My boſom Dear— So young, and yet I 
truſt thee too — But away, to the Princeſs of ' Cleve, thou art acquainted with 
her Woman, watch her Motions, my ſweet-fac'd Pimp, and bring me word * 
of her riling, | | 

+ Bell. She is a prize, my Lord, and oh what a night of Pleaſure-has Cleve 
had with her= the firlt too ! ; 

Nem. Any thing but what makes ſuch a pleaſure, wov'd I.give for ſuch a- 
rother—— But be gone, and no moreef this provoking diſcourſe, leſt Ravi- 
ſhing ſhou'd follow thee at the heels, and ſpoil my ſober deſign. 

Exeunt ſeverally. 
_ "Enter Tournon, La March. 
Jaq. Madam, my Lord was juſt now asking for you. 
-Toxr. Go tell him I'm coming —--Is he dreſs'd ? . | 
Ja”. Yes - But your Ladyſhip knows that's all one to him —— 
Tor. Honeſt Zaques, *tis pity ſuch Honeſty ſhould net be encourag'd —— 
- Jag." This comes of Pimping, which ſhe calls Honeſty. _ Exit Tag. 
-* Toxwr. Thus thong mayſt ſee the method of the Queen—We are theElucky 
Sieves, where fon men truſt their Hearts;. and ſo ſheffifts em through us —— 

La 24. What of Nemours, whom you thusearly viſit? '< , : 
 Toxr, The Queen deſigns to rob him of a Miſtreſs Margo the Princeſs 

on 


of Janville; whom he keeps from the knowledge of the rt; and if the 
Queen-be Judge, is contraCtted to her — | 
_ The Dauphin loves her too, . whereon the Queen 
Who works the Court quite round by Womankind, 
And thinks this way to mopld his ſupple Soul, *. 
Reſolyes, if poſlible, to gain her for him. - $0 
_ » La. M4. But how is't poſſible to work the Princeſz fromthe Duke Nemours, 
_ wholovgg him as the Queen affe&s Ambition ? © YN 
* Tour. Why thus ſhe knows Nemours his Soul is bent 
Upon variecy, thefefore to gain her ends © 
. She has made me Sacrifice my Honour, nay, * 
I'm became. his Bawd, and ply him every. day 
With ſome new face, to'wean his heart® Sl 
From Marguerite's Form, nor muſt you longer be £ 
-- Without your. part, 


La M1. Employ me, for you know the Queen commands me. 
Tour: There was a Letter dropt in the Tennis-Court _ 

Out of Nemours his Pocket, as Pm told, 

And read1aſt night in the preſence *Tis y6ur Task 

Slily to infinuate with AMargaerite... _ +. > 
This Note which cawe from ſome abandon'd MifreG, 

Is. certaltily-the Dukes — oo > 2: 
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The Princeſs. of Cleye. . 3 


La M, Then Jealoyſie's the ground on which you build, 

Tour, Right, we muſt make 'em jealous of each other ; Jealouſie brecds 
difdain'in havghty minds, and ſo from the extreams of violent Love, pro- 
cceds to fiercelt hate, But ſee the gay, the brisk, the-topping 
Gallant St. Andre kere, Couſin to - Polty ot; who arrived. [Enter St. A. 
from Englard with.a pretty White laſt week, and Lodges 
in the Palace of this bis related Fool =—St. Andre vg Wife too, of My ace 
quaintance—Both for the Diſke my Dear ; but baſte I'm calld — [E: wit 12M. 

Madam ., "Tonr. 1 go. [Exit T aurnon, 

St. A. Monſieur Jaques, your moſt obliged, faithful, humble Set vant, What, 
his Grace continues the old Trade, I ſee, > by theFlux of Bawds and Whores 
that choak up his Avenues, and 1 muſt confeſs, excepting my. {clf, there's no 
man ſo built for W horing as his Grace, black ſanguine, Brawny —aRoman Noſe 

— long Foot anda ſtiff — calf of a Leg. 

Tag. Your Lordſhip, has all theſe in Perfe&ion. ...,,, * 

St. A. Sir, your moſt faithful, obliged, humble,Sevvant. ' Boy— 


B, M Lord — Sr: A. How many, Bottles laſt night ? 
B. Fiy@® my Lord, - St. A. Boy... . B. My Lord 

. St, A. «How many Whores ? B. Six. my Lord. - 

St. A. Boy - B. My Lord., 


St. A. "What Quarrels, how many did I kill ? ? 

B, Not onemy Lord — But the night. before you Hamſtrung a Beadle, and 
Tun a Linkman in the Back 

S:. A. What,,gnd no Blood nor Blows laſt night? 

B, © yes my Lord, now I-remember me, you drew upon aGentleman that 
knock'd you down with a Bottle. 

Sr. A. Not ſo loud you Urchin, leſt I twiſt your neck round— Monk ieur 
_ Jaques, Is his Grace ſtirring? -. 

7aq. My Lord, he's at-Council 

Sr. ” Od 1 beg x Troy » pray give my duty to him, and tell bim,,if ke 
pleaſed to hear a langnifhing Air or two, 1am art the Princeſs of..Cleve's with. 
a Serenade -- (Go - £0 £O Monſieur Peltrot—tell him he'll be too lateE— - 
Black airy ſhape -- but then Mzdam Cleve is Vertuous, Chaſt, Cold - Ga& Fil 
write to her,..and then ſhe's mine direQly, for *tis but reaſon of courſe, thathe 
that has been yoak'd xo ſo m ay Dutchefles, ſhould at laſt back a Princeſs: Sir, 
your moſt oblig'd, faithful, and very bumble Servant, Sir. 


*©.4 


SCENB.LL, 1; ne 
«  Nemouts, Torrnen. DUST A Fberkge 
, F - }..4 
Tour, Ndone, undone? will your ſinful Grace never give over, will you 


never Teave Ruining of Bodies and Damning of Souls — cou'd you. 
imagine that I came for this * Wher have you done? | 
Nem. No harms pretty Rogue, no harm, nay,” prethee leave blubheri ng. 
Tour. Tis blubbering now, plain blubberi ing, "bur before you had your « ith 
*twas ancther tone; why, Madam, do _ wal thoſe; precious Tears, . NX oc 
RED allies 


\ 


4. The Princeſs of Cleve. 


falling drop ſhines like an Orient Pearl, and ſets a Gaity on a Face of 
Sorrow. : 

© Nem. Thouart certainly the pleaſanteſt of Womenkind, and I the happieſt 
of Men ; dear delightful Rogue, lets-have another Main; like a winning Game- 
fter, I long to make it other hundred Pound. | 

Tour. Inconſiderate horrid Peer, will yon Damn your Soul deeper and deep- 
er, can you be thus inſenſible of your Crime? , 

New. Why there's it, I was as a Man may be, very dry, and thou kindSoul, 
vaviſt me a good draught of Drink ; now 'tis ſtrange to me, if a man muſt be 
Dama'd for quenching his thirſt. * * 

Tour. Ha, Ha— Well, Ill ſmear you are ſuch another man— who world 
have th»ught you cou'd deludea Woman thus, and a Woman of Honour too, 
that reſolv'd ſo much againftit; Ah my Lord! your Grace has a cunning 
Tongue. 

Nom No cunning, Tournon, my way is downright, leaving Body, State and 
Spirit, all for a pretty Woman, and when gray Hairs, Gout and Impotence 
come, no more butthis, drink away pam, and be gathered to my Fathers. 

Toxr. Oh thou difſembler, give me your hand, this ſoft, this faithteſs vio- 
lating hand, Heaven knows what this hand has to anſwer for. | 

Nem. And for this hand, with theſe long, white, round, pretty Bobbins, 
t'has the kindeſt gripe, and I fo love it, now Gad's Bleſſing ont, that's all I 
fay— But come tell me, what ! no new Game, for thou knoweſt Idye dire&ly 
without variety. * | | 

Tow. Certainly never Woman lov'd like me, who am not ſatisfied with ſa- 
crificing my own Honour, unleſs I rob my delights by undoing others—— — 

Nem. Come, come, out with it, I ſee thou art big with ſome new Intrigue, 
and it labours for a vent. | | 

Torr. What think you of Sr. Andres Lady? | 

Nem. That I'm in Bed with her, becauſe thou dareſt befriend me. 

Jour, Nay there*s more—Monſieur Poltrge lodges in his Houſe, with a young 

- Engliſh Wife of the true breed, and the prettier of the two. 

Nem. Excellent Creature, but command me ſomething extravagant, as thy - 

Kindneſs, State, Life and Honour. * 

Tokr. Yet all this will be loft when you are married to Xareuerire. 

. . Nem. Never, by Heaven I'm thine, with all the heat and vigorons Inſpira- 
tion of an unfleſtvd Lover, and ſo will be while young Limbs and Lechery hold 
together, and that's a Bond methinks ſhow'd laſt till Doomſday. 

Toxr. But do you believe if Maguerite ſhow?d Khow 


Nem. .The queſtion's too grave — when and where ſhall I ſee the Gems thon 
haſt in ſtore ? | 


. Tour. By Noon or thereabouts ; take a turn in Zunemburg Garden, and one, 


if not both, ſhall meet you. 

Nem. And thov'lt appear in Perſon ? -, | 

Toxy. With Colours flying, a Handkerchief held out ; and yet methinks it 
goes againſt my Conſcience. | 

Nem. Away, that ſerious laok has made thee olg : 


Conſci- 


TO ' The Princeſy of Cleve: " 2m» 


Conſcience and Conſideration in a young Woman too? 
It makes a Bawd of thee before thy time. - ' 

Nay, now thou put'ſt me in Poetick Rapture, 

And I muſt quote Rorſard to puniſh thee : 

Call all your Wives to Council, and prepare 

To Tempt, Diſſemble, Flatter, Lye and Swear ; 

To make her mine, uſe all your utmoſt skill, - 
Vertue! An ill-bred croſsneſs in the will ; 

Honour a Notion, Piety a Cheat, 

Prove but ſucceſsful Bawds, and you are great. 

'Come, thou wilt meet me. | 
* Tour. 'Tis reſolv'd I will, till which time, thou dear Man 
Nem. Thou pretty Woman. _ Tour. Thou yery dear Man. 

Nem. Thou very pretty Woman one kiſs. Toxr. Hey Ho 
Nem. Now all the God's go with thee 
Tour. A word from my Lord, you are acquainted with theſe. Fops ; ſet '*em 
in the modiſh way of abuſing their Wives, they are turning already, and that 


- 


will certainly bring em about. _ 
Nem. Bellamore do't with leſs ſuſpicion : farewell — [Exit Tour, 


Hey uy + | 15 
. $9Jag. Ha! my grave Lord of Chartres, welcome as Health , as Wine, and 
taking Whores — and tell me now the buſineſs of the Court. 7% 
Vid. Hold it Nemours, for ever at defiance, | 
Fogs of ill humour, damps of Melancholy, - 
Old Maids of fifty, choak'd with eternal Vapours, | 370 
Stuff it with fulſome Honour dozing Vertue, 
And everlaſting dullneſs husk it round, 
Since he that was the Life, the Soul of Pleaſure, : 
Count Rofidere, is dead. "4: 
Nem. Then we may ſay Pitt's gh 
Wit was and Satyr is a Carcaſs now. To 
I thought his laſt Debauch wou'd be his Death—— 
But is It certain ? 
Vid. Yes, 1 faw him duſt. 
1 ſaw the mighty thing a nothing made, 
Huddled with Worms, and ſwept to that cold Den, 
Where Kings lye crumbl'd juſt like other Men. 
 Nem. Nay then let's Rave and Elegize together, 
Where Roſidore is now but common clay, 
Whom every wiſer Emmet bears away, $ 
And lays him up againſt a Winters day. ; 
He was the Spirit ' of Wit—and had ſuch an art in guilding his Failures, tha: 
it was hard notto love his Faults : He never ſpoke a Witty thing twice, tho _ , 
to different Perſons ; his Imperfeftions were catching, and his Genius was ſo: 
Luxuriant, that he was forc'd to tame it, with a Heſitation in his Speech, ta ' 
keep it in view—But, oh! how awkard, how + how poor and yoowtag: 1 
| 2 y -: 


. ; 
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'6 The Princeſs of Cleve. 
ly dull is the jmitation of thoſe that have all the affeQation of his Verſe and 
none of his Wit.. - Enter Jaques. 


F 


Jag. My Lord, Monſieur Polryor deſires to kiſs your Grace's hand, 
Nem, Let's have him to drive away our Melancholy =— - * 

Vid. | wonder what pleaſure you can take in fach dull Dogs, Aſſes, Fools. 
Nem. But vhis a particular Fool Man, Fate's own-Fool, and perhaps it will 


never hit the like again, he's ever the ſame thing, yet always pleaſing; in 


ſhort, he's a finjſh'd Fool, and has a fine Wife z-add to'this his late leaving 


the Court of Fraxce, and going to Englzrd to lexrn breeding. 
. Enter Poltrart. 


Pol. My Lord Duke, your Grace's moſt obedient-himble'Servant, My Lord - 


of Chartrcs and Monſieur Faques, yours Monſieur Sr. Anaredefires your Grace's 
preſence at a S:renade of mine and his together — And I mult tell your Grace 
by the way, he is a great Maſtcr, and the fondeſt thing of my Labours —- 

Nem. And the greateſt Oat in the World. 

Pol. How my Lord —- 

Vid. The whole Court wenders you will keep him company. 

Nem. Such a paſlive Raskal, he had his Shins broke laſt night 1n the Preſence, 
and were it not fear'd yew'woen'd/ſecond him, he wow'd be kick*d ont of all 
Society. FE 

Pol, Second him, my Lord, PlIſce him Damn'd e&er Pl] be Second to any 
Fool in Chriſtendom For to'tell your Grace the truth, I keep him company 
and. lye at his Houſe becauſe I intend to-lye with his Wife ; a- trick 1 learnt 
fince I went into England, where o'my Conſcience Cuckoldom., is the Deſtiny 
of above half the Nation. Nem. Indeed ! Ire 4-2 Bt 
_ Pol.. © there's not ſuch another Drinking, Scowring, Roaring, Whoring 
Nation in the world— And for little London, to my knowledge, if a Bill were 


. 


taken of the weekly Cuckolds, it wou'd amount to more than the Number of 


Chriſtnings and Burials together. PEI”, $i 
Vid. What, and were you acquainted with the Wits ? "+ © 7 


Pol. O Lord, Sir, 1 liv'd inthe City a whole year together, myLoxd Mayor 


and -I, and the Common-Councit were-ſworn Brothers--Tcou'd {ing you twen= 

ty Catches and Drolls that I made for their Fealt- days, but at prefent Ill only 

hint you-one or two —— 
.Nem, Pray do us the Favour Sir. 


Pol. Why look you Sir, this is one of my chief ones,, and I'll aſſure your 


Grace, *twas much Sung at Court too- "; Hake 
| O, to Bed to me, to Bed to me, - QC: ' 

Nem. Excellent incomparable. 7 | | 

Pol. Why 181t not my Lord ?. This is-n9 Rickſhaw, there's ſubſtance in the 
Air, and weight in the words , nay, I'll give your Grace ataſte of: another, 
the. Tune 1s, let meſee— Ay, Ay— | | x 

of 5 * Give me the Laſs that 1s true Comntry bred — - b- 
"Bed Tl] preſent your Grace with ſome-words of.-my own, that T made on my 
Wye before I married her, as ſhe fate ſinging' one day ina low Parlour. and 
_ playing on the Virginals,. hd to | 
V1 Nem. For 
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Nem, For Heavens ſake oblige us, dear pleaſint Creature — ' 
Pol. Tl Cwear Pm fo tickliſh you'U. put me out, my Lord, for I am as wan- 
ton as any little Bartholomew Bore-Pig — : | 
' Vid. Dear ſoft delicate Rogue ſing. 
Pol. Nay, 1 proteft'my Lord, Fvow and ſwear, but:you'll make me run 
to a Whore— Lord Sir, what do you mean ? 
Nem, Come then begin -— Poltrot Qngs. 


Hillis 5: ſoft, Phillis ;s plump, - 
And Bea''ty made up this delicate lump * 
Like a Roſe bud ſhe looks, like a Lilly ſhe [els 
And her Voice is a Note above ſweet PhilomeT's. 
Now 3 little Smutty myLord is the faſhion -— 
I I. | 

Her Breaſts are two Hillocks where Hearts lie and pant, 
In the Hetbage ſo. ſoft, for a thing that they:want ;, 
But Mum Sir for that, tho a notable Jeſt, 
For if I ſhow'd name it you'd call me a. Beaſt. 


Enter St. Andre without his Hat and Wap. | 
Sr. And. My Lord, the Serenade is-juſt begun, and you don't. come juſt 
in the nick - I beg your Grace's Pardon for interrupting you —— But if you. 
you have a mind to hear the ſweeteſt Airs in the World — 
Nem. With all my heart Sir —— > 
Pol. Nay, ſirice your Grace has put my hand in, I'll ſing you my Lord, be- _ 
fore you go, the ſofteſt thing—compos'd in the Nonage of my Muſe ; yet Inch 
a one as our beſt Authors borrow from. Nay, Ill; be judg'd by your Grace, 
if they do not ſteal their Dying from my Killing —— 
St. 4. Nay,.prithee Polrrot thou art ſo impertinegt., 
Pol. No more impertinent than your {elf Sir, nor do 1 doubt, Sir, but. my 
Character. (hall be drawn by the Poets for a Man of. Wit and Senſe Sir, as- 
well as your ſelf Sir 1 | 
" Vid: Ay,Pll be ſworn ſhall it —- : | 
Po', For I know how to Repartee with the beſt, to Rally my Wife, to kick 
her too, it I pleaſe Sir, ,to make Smiles as faſt as Hops Sir, tho Ilay a dying 
flap daſh Sir, quick]y off and quickly on Sir, and as round as a Hoop Sir.— 
| Sr. A I grant you, dear Bully, all this, but let's have your Song another 
time, becauſe mine are begun. *. | | 
Pol. Nay, look you dear Rogue, mine is but a Prologue to. yous Play, and 
by your leave his Grace has a mind to hear- it, and he ſhaft hear it Sir— _ 
Nem. Ay, and will hear it Sir, tho the Great Turk-were at St:. Denni's Gate: 
come along my Orpheus, and then Sir, we'll follow you to the.Prince of 


Cleve's ——— _ 
Ballad When Phebus- bad ferch'd, &c..: Excunt Singing. 
| SCENE 
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SCENE 111. 
The Printe of Cleve's Palace, Muſick. 


SD IN UG. 
N a Room for Delight, the Landskip of Love, 
© Like a ſhady old Lawn ; 


With the Curtains half drawn, 
My Love and I lay, in the cool of the d. 
R Till our Toys ha _ = 
I 
So fierce was our Fight, and ſo ſmart e'ry ſtroak, 
That Love, k little Scout, 
Was put to the Rout ; 
His Bow was unbent, ery Arrow was ſpent, 
And his Quiver all broke. 
Enter Vidam, Nemours. _ 
Nem. I have loſt my Letter, and by your Deſcription 
It muſt be that which the _— read at Court, - 
But are you ſure the Princeſs of Cleve has ſeen it ? 
Vid. Why are you ſo concern'd , does your wild Love 
Turn that way too —She is too Grave. 
Nem. Too Grave, as if I cou'd not laugh with this, and try with that, 
and veer with every guſt of Paſſion Bat has ſhe ſeen it? 
Vid. She has the Letter, the Queen Dauphin ſent it her, . 
Nem. Then you muſt own it on occaſion, and whatever elſe [ ſhall put upon 
your Perſon ———- - Vid. Why ? | 
Nem. Leſt jt ſhou'd reach the Ears of Marguerite, 
For, Oh my Adam ! *tis ſuch a ranting Devil, x 
If ſhe believes this Letter mine, when next 
We meet, beware my Locks and Eyes — . No more, 


But this remember, that you own it. Exb.. 
— Enter St. Andre Poltror. | 
St. A, His Bow was unbent, &C, { Singing with Poltrot. 


Come my Lord, we'll have all over again. 
Enter the Prince of Cleve. 
Yd. See, we have rais'd the Prince of Cleve : 
My Lord, .gv0d Morrow ———- 
P. C. Good Morrow my good Lord — Save you my dear Nemours ! 
Pol. Give you Joy my Lord : What alittle blew under the Eyes, Ha, Ha— 
$:. 4. Give you Joy my Lord , Ha, my Lord, Ha, [ Holds up three Fingers. 
Pol. Ha, my Lord, Ha,— | | [. Holding up five Fingers. 
- Þ, E. You are merry Gentlemen—T'm not in the vein,  - 
Therefore, Dear Chartres, take theſe Fingers hence. | 
= SL, St, A. 
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St; A. My Lord, you look alittle heavy, ſhall we Dance, Sing, Fence, take 
the Air, Ride ———— 6 ng 
Vid. Come away Sir, the Prince is indiſpos'd, | 
Sr. A. Gad I remember now I talk of riding, at the Tournament of Mere, 
as I was riding the great Horſe— 
Vid. Leave off your lying and come a long, * 
Sr. A. With three puſhes of Pike, and fix hits of Sword, I wounded the 
Danke of Ferrara, Duke of lain, Duke of Parma, Prince of Cleve 
P. C.. My Lord, I was not there _ 
St. A. My Lord—1 beg your Lordſhips pardon,l meant the Y;dam of Chartres. 
Vid. You lye, I was then at Rome. St, A. My Lord — 
Pol. Ha, Ha,—Lord, Lord, how this World is given to Lying ! Ha—— 
Come, come, you're damnably on, come away. 
St. A. My Lord, I beg your pardon, I ſee = are indiſpos'd, beſides the 
' Queenoblig'd me this morning tolet *em chooſe Cotours for my Complexion — 
Vid. Hark you, will you go, or ſhall I— C. Pulling bim off by the Noſe. * 
Se. A. My Friend, my Lord, you ſee, is a little Familiar, but I am ever your 
Highneſs's moſt humble, faithful, obedrent Servant. [Exeunt. 
| HManet P, Cleve. 
Full of himſelf, the happy Man is gone 
Why was not 1 too caſt in ſuch a Mould ? 
To think like him, or not to think at all. 
Enter the Princeſs of Cleve. 
Had he a Bride like me, Earth would not bear him : 
But, Oh, I wiſh that it might cover me ! oh 
Since Chartres cannot love me : Oh I found it ! 
Laſt night I found it in her cold Embraces ; 
Her Lips too cold ——Cold as the Dew of Death : 
And ſtill wheneer I Jour her in my arms, 
I found my Boſom all afloat with Tears\ 
Princeſs C. He weeps, O Heaven ! my Lord— the Prince of Cleve, . 
P. C. My Life, my Deareſt part! | 
Princeſs C. Why Sighs my Lord ? 
What have I done Sir, thus to diſcompoſe you ? .. P, C. Nothing: 
Princeſs C.. Ah, Sir, there is a Grief within, ; | 
And you wov'd hide it from me. 
P. C. Nothing my Chartres, nothing here but Love. 
Princeſs C. Alas, my Lord, you hide that ſecret from me, 
Which I muſt know or think you never lov'd me. 
P.C. Ah Princeſs ! that youlov'd but half ſo well, 
Princeſs C. 1 have it then, you think me Criminal, 
And tax my Henour —— 
* P.C. Oh forbid it Heaven—— 
But ſince you preſs me, Madam, let meask you , 
Why when the Princeſs.led you to the Altar, 
Why cak'd the Tears upon your Bloodleſs Face ? a 


% . 
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* Why ſigh'd you when your hand was clafp'd with mine ? 
As it your Heart,. your Heart refus'd to joyn. 
Princeſs C. Ah, "Sir — P. C. Echold youre daſh'd with the remembrance 
Why when my Hopes were fierce and Joys grew {trong, 
Why were you carrti'd like a Coarſe a long * © 
When like a Vi&im by my ſide you lay," 
Why did yog Gaſp, why did you Sivoon' away: 2 Oh reies 
You have a Soul ſo open and fo clear, | 
That if there be a Fault it muſt appear, 
Frinceſs C. Alas you are not $kill'd in Beauties cares, 
* For Oh ! when once the god' his wrath declares , 
| And Stygian Oaths have wing'd the bloody Dart, 
To make its paſlzge thro' tlie Virgins Heart - 2 
She hides her Wound, arid haſting to the Grove, 
Scarce whiſpering to the Winds her conſcious Love. ") 
The tonch of him ſhe loves ſhe'll not endure, 
But weeps and bleeds, and ſtrives againſt the. Cure : 
So judge of me when any Grief appears, | 
Believe my ſighs are kind, and truſt my Tears. 
P.C. Vaniſh'my Doubts and Jealouſies begoti— 
On thy lov'd Bofom let me break my Joy, ; 
O only Sweets that Eil], but never Cloy : > SER 
And was it, was it only Virgins fear ? | 
But ſpeak for ever and I'll ever hear. 
Repeat, and let the Ecchoes Geal it round, 
While lining Angels bend to catch the Sound ; ; 
Nay, Sigh and Weep, drain all thy precious Store, 
Be kind, as cow, and I'll complain no more. 
Princeſs C. Was ever man ſo worthy to be loy'd, 
So god, 1o gentle, ſoft a Diſpoſition, 
As if no Gaul had mixt with his Creation : 
So tender and fo fearfvl to diſplcaſe, | 
No barbarous-Heart but thing wow'd ſtop'his entrance ; 
But thou inhumage baniſht him'trom his own. 
And while the Lordly Maſter lies withour, . | p Eu Ir 
Thou Traitoreſs, Rioteſts with a Thief within. 51 cheay 
Tren. Ah, Madam, when new Grief 7 © a 
Princeſs C. Alf fren, "Lc e gen 
Thou Treaſurcr of my thoughts 2 
What ſhall I do ? how ſhalll chaſe Nemmurs, 

That Robber , Reviſher of my Repoſ 7 
Tren. For the great.care you wiſh, may [ copuie ( tif 
Whether you think the Duke inſepbble. L110) 
Irdifferent to the reſt of Woman-kind'2% of! 5 14 GOP 

Pringeſs C. 1 mvſt cofifeſs 1 did not. think him &g-+-* 2906014 $12 4 
230: now I do — But wou'd give half my Blood © 1 '. E 


_ 
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To think him otherwiſe, Jer, Without the Expenſe, 
There take your. wiſh, —a Letter which, he ne | 
In the Tennis-court, "given the Queen ; | | 
' By her Page, and ſent to you to re, for your Diverſion +30 5, pes 
© . Princeſs C. Alas ! Irena GE SE 
:Why trembles thus my Hand, why beats my Heart ? ? h 
But let us Read Reads ——— 
Your affetion has been divided betwixt -me and.another, you are Falſe—, 2 
Traytor to the trueſt Love—never ſee me more— 

Princeſs C. Ah 'tis too plain,” I thopght as niuch before ; but 'Oh ! we are 
too apt to excuſe the faults of thoſe we love, and fond of our own 4 PAs 
Support me Oh to bear this dreadfyl pang, we "LES 
This ſtab to all my gather'd Reſolution. ge Ky Gs tb 

Iren. Read it again, and call Revenge ta! aid. you... IC 
| Princeſs C, Perhaps he makes his boalt too of the onqueh, Q 
For Oh ! my _ He knows togyell my Paſſion — ; 2 
But as thou haſt i aſpir'd me, Til [age = Sale #- 

The Afﬀront and calt him from my Poy od Be Breaſt. © Pd to + 
To make him room that merits all my thap " NJ. 6 
* Enter, the Prince 0 Gere with Ot Nena. TY y 
P.C. Madam, there is a Letter. fall'n.by accident ints your hands ——my 
- Friend comes in behalf of the Fidam of, Chartres to. retrieve it, when 1 am 
diſmiſs'd from the King my Lord, Fl wait you here again, 
Nem. My Lord—— iP, C. Nota ſtep E CEx# P.C. 
Nem, Madam, I come. moſt bumbly to enquire, whet ef the Dauphin Queen 
ſent you a Letter which the Fidem lyſt ? | 
Princeſs C. Sir, you had betrer ©. 
Find the Queen Dauphin ont, tell her the truth.” 
For the's inform'd the Letter i ts your own. EBB os» eg iy 
Nem. Ah gomg” © | have nothing to confeſs | 
In this Aﬀaſr—or | | had, believe 4 7 <S 
Believe me theſe Sighs that will not be kept in; | I if” 
I ſhou'd not tell it to the Dauphin Queen. 
' But to the purpoſe ; Know, my Lordaf. Chartrey |. 
Receiv'd the. Note you ſaw, from Madam Towrnen, 


A former Miſtreſs—But thei Secrets thi | -.... [1 230m TI nr 
The Siſter of our Henry long, has. oy'd;hinng.., —_— Os 
' Princeſs C. | thought the King intended: her for "ca | rior: 26947 - 
Nem. True Madam, but the Hidam belor $3 ET ns apt 


In ſhort, he dropt the Letter, and delir'd, "ts Pr 2 4Þs >; 30 
For fear of her he loves, that I wou'd own it; 323 F337 4006 
I promis 'd too to trace the Buſineſs for him, 


And if *twere poſlible, regain the Letter, I ag 

Princeſs C. The Vidam then has ſhewn but Linall | Dice ny,” 

Beingengagd fo high —— . "v8 NENT hs 
- Why did he-not burn the Letter ?;- . 


| 


"Ne. But 
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 Nem. Bit Madam, ftiall } dare preſume to ſay, 

Tis hard tobe in Love and'to be-wiſe ? 

Oh did you know like him -- like tim ! Like me, 

' What *cis to languth in thoſt reſtleſs Fires, | © 5 2.1 
Princeſs C@ Iren, Iren,, reſtore the Duke his Letter. ' ' + * [Enter Tren, 
Nem. Madam, You've bound me ever to'your Service, \ 

But I'll retire and ſtudy to repay, | 

1f ovght but death can quitthe Obligation. ---- ”y 
Princeſs C.” O 'tis too much, Pm loſt, Pmiloſt again — 

The Duke has clear'd, himſelf, to the confuſion + 

Of all my ſettPd Rage, and vow'd Revenge ; - 

And now he ſhews more lovely than before :- * 

He comes again to wake my ſleeping Paſſion, 

To rouze me into Torture ; O the ; 

Of hopeleſs love ! it ſhoots, it glows, it burns, 

And thou, alas ! ſhalt ſhortly ctoſe my Eyes. 

Iren. Alas ! you're pale already. OL 


a 
F Exit. 


Princeſs C. Oh Iren, . Pe 
Methinks I ſee Fate ſet two Bowls before me, 

Poyſon and Health, a Husband and Nemors: ; 

Bot ſee with'whar a whirl my Paſſions move ; 

T loath x the Cordial of wy Huchand' Love ;z © 

But when Nemours my- Fa pes recal, +? 744; 
The-Bany's > Feeer thar I owe drink it all. ron -4 


| = 


Tour. FT works, my Dear, it works beyond' belief, 
2K TheLetter which he loſt has ſprung a Mine 
That Hhatters all the Court, each Jealous Dutcheſs 
Concludes her Man concern'd; and ſtrait employs 
A Confident to find the Myſtery our. WE 
Bot that which takes the Queen, and makes me dye 
- With Pleaſure, is, that Margrerice- thinks. | 
Spite-of the Imprecations.of Newmours,. 
he Letter ſent to him —- | | | 
La M.'1 ſee *em move this way.. 2s > EISOS. 1 
Tow... Haſt to.St.. Andre's-Palace,. watch theie Wives, till I appear—[ have: - 
promigs'&: 


«+ 


. ” _ * 
4 ; P 7 = 
. « 
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F romivd Nemours an Afternoon- Aſfignation with *em In _Znxemb :Garden, 
c £1 will antedate the bus'neſs as he is waiting, and ſet Marguerite tpon him 
£4 juſt as he meets *em, which will heighten the deſign ; be gone while Hattend 


the bus'nels here— * [ Exit La-March, 
. Enter Marguerite, Nemours. F 3&4; 6 
Marg. Away, you have combin'd to Tuine ze, [ The Vidam 
| You have conſpir'd the Death of her you hate; © A, F 24.51 [+ 2. whrvh 
F ot tell me, Oh! confeſs and T1 forgive thee ; 
Gay i it was thine, nay, look not on the Yidar, | 
-Thereis Diſcourſe in Eyes, Confent, Denial, Faap y 


All underſtood by looks, fay it was thine 
/ Confeſs and Jay this Tempeſt with a word. 
| Not yet ? 'why then PIF have it in diſpite 
* Of thee and him, Ill ſel] my Soul to Hell, 
If Woman can be worth the Devils purchaſe, 
 / fer ſhe has been blown upon. by Man ; 
: That I may tell thee, as 1 ſink forever , 1134 -Þ 5.4 
| Thou haſt been Falſe, + Z, 324 | 
Fay La have ver ir once . /-1' . > id 
Afirm, the YVidam (if you'll give him _— 
{wan own It tO Oo Your Face... 5 - \. ares FO VIK ve? EI SEN 
Marg. Furies. and Hell 1. 11 By ety re ile 
F = Have Patience for an hour, ri bring you to the place: :where-if. you 
leaſe, you may fleſh your Fingers i in the Blood o- thoſe young Ain. woo 
meets'to enjoy. my | 
+ _ Marg. No, no, I have z better Caſt, if 1canComqur thi ning Spory— : 
How long wiltit be &er you call me a | 
- Toxr. An honr or thereabouts | 
And by that time Pl] | mb on a Diſguiſe ; fail Ot mn 
Torr. But what doyou inten 
May. 1know'not yet my felf ; Revenge —  — 
Tor, You hada Lover once,  Frazei: the Dauphin 
Marg. 'Be thx then the laſt Card-——— 1 know hot what; 
The Dauphin ſhall —I'll do't, and openly affront him 
And as the little Worſhippers adore me, 
Spy the Puke out, and leaning on the Prince, ? 
* Enquire who's that : It ſhall be ſo,-1 will 
Reverige, Revenge, and ſhew thy ſelf true Woman. ' - + 
Down then, proud Heart, down VVoman, down; Fil iy, rg 
Pi dt, Pve Ven, to curb my V Vill of die. . - (Exeunt. 


SCENE, rl. 


PI... __ TS. ener Ganks 
Buk. ELL;-Gentlemen, arrow, 'and reme my c 
1 if I: ns to bear our ſelves like.Men of Wir and Senſe, Saub 
Ry 2 our 
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our Wives, Rally *e, and be as Witty as the Devil? 


Sr. A. With all my heart, 'tis not my time of Aſlignation: yet ya my Dut- 
cheſſes, and this is very Faſhionable. 


- Bell. I've put, you in the way — And ſo zood Morrow, (Exit. 
Pol. They come, they come, (Enter Elianor and Celia. 
. Walk by 'em, take no notice, and Repeat Verſes 
Phillis did in fo ftrange a poſture 1;e 


Ll 
Panting and Breathleſs, langutſhing her Eye, 
She ſeemed to live, and yet ſhe ſeemed ro dye. , 

Sr. A. Igrow lick of the Wife Prithee Polrror let's go. 

Pol. Whither thou wilt, ſo we get rid of %m Zlife I am as weary of 
mine, as a Modiſh Lady of herold Cloths 

Cel. What, does the Maggot bite, you muſt . be jogging trom this place of 
little Eaſe ? Yet | am reſolved to know ſome reaſon, why a Wite may not 
be as good Company as a Wench. | 

Pol. Prith:e Spouſe - do not provoke.me, for Pm in the Witty Vein, 
and ſhall Repartee thee to the Devil. 

El, Pray, St. Andre, leave triling your Curls, your affe&ted Nods, Grima- 
Con, eng 'of Snuff, and anſwer me —— Why are we- not 4s plealng as for- 
merly ? 

Se. A. Why; Nell — Gad 'tis ſpecial —— This Anaratu't- 7 pugnant — 
Why, Nel, 1 can give no more reaſon for my change of - h , than for 
the rorning ; of a lara +, only this, Love Whoring, becauſe I love 


ay, ſince you och us, know 1 can -give a reaſun; we run after 

Whores, becauſe you ay thy np "em »— As take pleaſure ta. go a 
Deer: ergy vo that have fine Parks of their ofn——-Gad, and there I was 
with her This itch of the Blood, Spouſe, is nothing but a Spice of the 
firſt great Jilt your Grand-Mother Eve ; > we long for the Fruit, becauſe it is 
forbidden. 

Sr. 4. Nay, that's not all, for Miſſes are really more leaſant than a Wife 
can be, Probatum eft. - A Wife dares :ngt aſſume the y of pleafing 
like a Miſs, for tear of being thought one' A Wife may pretend to durifuli 
affefion, and buſHe below, but muſt be ſtill at night. T1 is Miſs alone may be 
allow'd Flame and Rapture, and all that | 


Cel. Yet how do you know, but a Moan may have: Flame and Rapture, and 
all.that 


Pol. *Tis impoſſible, *tis the Natyro of a VVife.to be as cold as Stone —— 
There's a Slap-daſh for you'' 


. Cel. Yet out of aStonea Man: of Senſe would ſtrike Fire-: There's ſlap-daſh 
fur you — 
' * EL. VVill you be Conſtant; tp vs, af, wemke it appear by your own Con- 
f:flion, that we can pleaſe as well a$ the SybtPIF ſhe that ever Chard you ? 


Sr, A. Till which Miracleceme to: Fenvern a twas your own propoſi tion, 
1 $1: Aiave and thou Fl;andy ome not 


een a: of Sh "Se—xT 
Hl. How ſhou'd rliey "know: 46 $6 ! 9's Y FRY * 
; Pol. Nor 
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Pol. Nor I Anthony with thee Celia. 

El. But we hope you are not in earneſt, you cannot be fo Inhumane. 

Cel. *Tis a Curſe beyond all Courſes, to have a Man that can, and will not ? 
'tis worſe than teaching a Fool, or leading the Blind. * 

El, To Marry and hive thus, is to be like Fiſh in Froſty VVeather, -have 
VVater, but. pine for want of Air, 

Cel. Yet, who knows but Heaven may ſend ſome kind good Man, that in 
meer pity may break the Ice, and give usa Breathing ? 

El. Can you be fo hard- hearted 

Pot, Come Bully, let's away, for fear we ſhould melt ; look ye Spouſes of 
ours, if our YVenches prove ill-humonr'd, we'll come back to yoo. 

Se. 4. Agreed, rather than grow Ruſty let our VVives File us —— Bat 
Ithank Heaven *tis not cometo that yet — There's no ſuch want, T1 have 
you to know, Nel, t're's no VVoman can reſiſywe if ſhe wov'd, no Dutcheſs 
ſcapes me, if I make it my buſineſs to compals her. 

Pol.. Any Man of VVYit and Senſe like us; Charms aH VVomen, as one Key 
unlocks all Doors at” Court Nay, PII ſay a bold word for 1 my felf, turn 
me to the ſharpeſt Shrow that ever Bir or Scratch'd, if 1 do not make her feed 
on of wy hand lke a tame Pidgeon, may 1 be condemned to lie .with- my 
VV1 

El. Fleſh and Bly can endure no longer, you are the vaineſt lying Fel- 
lows that ever-liv'd; you compaſs: A Dutchefs .——. There's not a Footman 
.but wou'd ſhame y you, 

St. A;* Zdeath and Fory if they ſhould try 
Cel, - You- Pirifat,” Sheaking, Raſcally Cuckold, conntenanOd Scoundrels, 
It, pa! Ladies af poor thus - For Heaven fake what 'are- 

fon, | Fox wn Enpdek wy do tg fpend your time? in Tennis-Courts, 
averns, Ea where you quarrel in Drink for your : 
Trulls, de vx white  Medaly rn Fight their Cauſe, they run m_ with your 
Hats and Belts =—: 

El. Then you come home, and then Seas you'll be Reveng'd on this Lord, 
qr that, Duke, that zMvited you wy with al his Foot-men. - 

"Cel: 'And, ſs ays my Gentleman, it ] had hor-been the moſt Skilful Perſon 
alive, my Body had: been by this time like an Old-faſhion's Suit, Pink'd all o- 
ver, and full of llet-holes. 

El. ; But did he not diſarm my: Lord at laſt ? 

Gel. By all means, and*made hinj beg his I ife. | 

© Fl. VVhen indeed* he cdnipourided with the Conftable for his own Liberty: - 

Cel. You Perſons of Quality VVhat Perſon: of Honour' wou'd ' keepy | 
Company with ſuch Debavthes® ? Ze" Madam, an Orange-wench is / 'above 
their Ambition. - 

El. An Orange-wench : !If they can batron in her debt, and the poor Crea- 
ture _ dunning”em to eo 55 they'll Swear they lay with her, 


when 't hey dareinot be re within, 
Cel. Ly e by ales oe In the Play-houſe;talking loud 
and Ay. ad cher ad the prettieſt thing Juſt-<« come our 
EL. 
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E!. Anil wiſh themſelves Daman'd if the did not, ſmell of the Graſs, = 

Cel. When in truth *twas ſome diſguis'd Bawd, that met *em there ACcord- 
ing to Aſſiznation, + © 

Pol, Heark you Potiphar's Wife of mine,. by PROT lean King/tliou ſhalt 
ſtarve for this. 

Sr. A, ;And for thee Nel —— Mark me, thou ſhalt Dreag.and' b be papitſent: 
ed with Imagination, like one that. having drunk wad is thirlty ip the Night, 
dicams of Ve. els brim-full,, and drinks and drinks, yer never is fatisfied.. 

Pl, For my part, I'll ſerve my dunn'd Wife as Tantaixe was punith'd,, the 
Fruit ſhill bob at hec Lips, which fhe, ſhall never enjoy. . {Exeinyt St. A. Pol. 

Et. Very well; the. World's come to a fine paſs ;1f this.he Marrying, wou'd 
I were a Maid agen. "Men take Wives now as they match up a | Gazette, look, 
Jt over and then filng# by. FY 9. 3 

Cel. They torget us in a day or two, ar if they HE us over agen, 'tis'0n- 
ly to rub up remembrance, and commonly.they fall aſleep.ſo. 

El. What's to be done, © hild 2? - tor rather than live thus 

Cel. Rather than live thus, let's do any thing, .. 

E!. Any thing Rogue, why Cuckg'ds are things., 

Cel. Perhaps they think we have no ſuch thing as IP and Blood about. us Y 
hat we'll-make em know, a young Woman in the Flower of her Age, is not 
like Painted Fruit in a Glaſs, . only. ta.be look'd on —— Ferhaps, yau are a 
more Contemplative perſon, and will go further about: , 

El. What,' Dear Rogue, doſt think 1 will leaxe thee 4 by this KiG not L 

Cel. Thus then we'll Lip oa long Scarfs, and black 599 8h PS5.98 on; Masks, 
and ramble about. -.. io 30 Fd | 

El. Rare Rogue, let me Kiſs thee agen — | 
fnteſt part of Life; to meet a Gallant abroad in a_-Sum 
_ Lavghtaway an hour or two in a Garden Bower, where,no.body 
-- knows, methinks 'tis ſo m_ mon harmleſs, LY ow it works.in my 

ancy —— FORE. ek; 

Cel. We maſt tell Madam T' ry all ens. —— 

_ Fl: I believe her Secret; knogy he y. good a Nara -* but. or all 
that, . methinks ſhe; has the Can of. a. ekn'd] lorence Bawd:——— 
Enter Tournon, 

Cel. Ti better for our yorperhs ſhe comes as. wiſh'd._. . - 

Tour. Dear precious Roſebuds, your Servant, now. for all the World You 
look as you were New-blowa z and how, dq+ ye, my Pottsh BIRT. ?-*tis, a 
whole day ſince. ſay ye.., + Ot 

Cel. Oh Madam. | we hayea Suit to- your Ladyſhi > pry 

Tour. 1 grant it whate*er it be ; ſpeak my Hyacinc EP deb" ofd 

E1.. Our Husbands are worſothag. ever... - -... RON. 

' Cel. Fhey uſe us as, if we: had neither, Bea Y-Dor ortian.” | 

Tour, What's this | -hear ?; 0; ln gray and lgnoble | [Revenge your. ſelves, 
Sweetings. ——» NG 094 BY b X $ 
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and your Breaſts, Lord ! Lord ! how ſwoll'n and hard they are, how they 
heave and pant now, by Cynthia, as if they were reatly to burſt ? look to'r, 
have a care of a Cancer, draw %em down, . draw *em down, for let me tel] 
you Jewells, it may, be dangerous for you to go thus long withont Cultiya- 
tion. : , 
El. What wow'd you have us do. Madam ? | 
* Tur. Do Violet, why do as all the World does beſide, loſe no time, catch 
him by the Forelock, get a Man to your mind-— TI acquaint you with one 
that's as frue as'the day, that will. Fight'Tike a Lyon, and love like a Spar- 
xow.-— He has Eyes as black as Slows, you can hardly look on%em, and a 
| Skin ſo white -—— and foft” as Sattin with the Grain: And for thee Tu- 
Ii on en | 

Foul, For me, Madam !.. Hay Wo: | ; 

Tour For: thee Hony-Sutkte; foch: a Man, well. 1 ſhall never forget 
him, ſucha ſtrait bole of a Body, ſich a Trunk, ſuch a Shape, ſuch a quick 
ſtrength, he will over any thing he can lay his hand on, *and Vaults to Ad- 
miration. .. -,- a 
* Fl. But Madan, will yon provide us Lodgings on occaſion —— 

Tour. 'Fhe Richeſt in the Town, the coſtlieſt Hangings, great Glaſſes, Chj- 
na Diſhes, Silver Tables, Silver Stands; and Silver Urinals —— And ther 
theſe Gallants 'are the cloſeſt Lovers, t» good at keeping a Secret - Well, 
give me your. Man that ſays nothing, but minds the bugneſs in hand 

+. For a Secret Loyer's like a Gun charged with white Powder, does Execution 
but makes no noiſe. | ISO F794 | 
Cel. Well, afid-let me tell. yow that's the Point, Madam | 
Tolls, AY, A 
you now. h 
— — — He has t 
El. Pray Madam, 


4 "tis a precious point, a Feeling point, and a Pleaſing point 
im, you muſt know Kim , 1 ſhall die"if you don't know hiv? 
fling of a Gentleman. | | 

ow?'s that ? 


Quilt Imperial, to- 
Stones. oh 
' - Fl. But, Madam, are 
Torr. They are. Noſl 
for all the World 2s v 
only tninr re We. 6 x 
ea VIEW QT bs 
ſhall San themſelves in ypux: 
will not go before ye. 


. 
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Cel. But, Madam, we're at home. 
Tow. O Lord, Beauties ! 'l know not the way 


El, Indeed Madam you muſt or we ſhail uſe. Voilence —_— 
Tour, Well Ladies, ſince *tis y9ur command, 1 dare'not but obey. Exiive 


SCENE. I11, 
Nemours, Bellamore. | 4 


Nem FT "Hou Dear Soft Rogue, my. Spouſe, my way bog my Clad: 
T if 1 die to Night the Dukedom's thine — But art thou ſure the 
Princes of Ckve withdraws here after Dinner — 

Zell, One of -her Women whom I have Dear, tells mi: 'tis her Cuſtom: | 
you may lip into the Cloſet and over-hear all, and yet me hinks tis hard, | 
becauſe the Prince of- Cleve loves you as his li life." 

Nem: I fay'd his life, Sweet-heart, wherrhe was aſſaulted by ' a' miſtake in 


the dark, and- ſhall he grudge me 2 lictle A bi F6h his We, "for {6 ſe. 


rious an Obligation ? £ 
" Enter whe  Vidam = 


A Pox upon him, here comes the Fidam,with his FE wills TRE 
Vid. "Tis certain Like -her —* She's very pretty, and Toxrny Shatl hel P me 


to her —— | 
Nem. In Love, by my Hanof pri oY, 2 She Shall  bgþ.t thee toher— 


But who, but who is 't, my Man 


wv 4 


Ft —— 


' Pid. Totell your Grace, 1 — ure Op 3 bea man oy | ne fo tny lf — 
| You that are the Whores Ingroſſer —Let me ſee -- "Tt your 
Ubiquitary Whore, ybur Bawd, your Bawd Barber, or Bay: oh, for you 


areever under her Hands, and She Plaifters- you every day w th new Wenches 
——- Then there's your Domeſtick Termagant — Eliancy and C: a . with 
ſomething new:in Ghaſt+— VVhy. you" out: do "Caeſar himfe f'in* your *way, 
and diate to more VVhores at once than he did'to- age ST we, 
Sir, "in a+ little time-you Hl, be —_ 
Nem. VVhy there's the difference; het. ſe and. y ours; wou'd I 
| wer, and-your Darklj Mrehavng We ha Rake i} Way, Jove and 
| , -d leap herja thy Fage-VY Ya--hov ow Cried har Devil has 
turn thee Graye,. he Devi or LO, th 
«l thong X but 


Vid. 'Fxiendshi ar Squl 
whole, RE our mY 


";u8;; to tell 


Nem. VVhy then the whole Sire 


OCs bas wr I takeinb "FRY 


of theirs ; Li tother night I was | he pany j Jbreo vell-bred 
.Fops, that found fans with wy; Obſc ty, agd. fuch'a wa 
'VVby tisthe way os _ ak with. TIS Taylor 
and. Barbers ;nand-1,r _ My boy *hand, 
, For prithee,obſesy r.Brielt t Rr not”! Tee Fa- 
i ther Na os yen eg alt, Flesh 10 4f, oe TH and 
2 relling the Congregation 1 had eat nothing bu ons Jos, - 
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oroteſt to the Ladies, that Fat Arm of his, which was a chopping one, was ' 
the leaſt Member ahout him ? - _ | 

Bell, Faith, and it may be ſo too. 

Does not your Politicion, your little great Man of bus'nefs, that ſets 
cheWWorld together by the Ears, after all his Plorting, Drudging and Sweat- 
ing at Lying, retire to ſomelittle Puak and untap at Night ? 

Vid. 1 ſabmit to the weight of your reaſons, and confeſs the whole VVorld 
does-you Injuſtice, wherefore I Judge it fit that they bring your Grace their 
VVivesand Daughters to make you amends. 

Nemi, VVhy now thou talk'ſt like an honeſt Fellow, for never let buſineſs 
Flatter thee Frank into Nonſenſe : VVomen are the ſole Pleaſure of the world 
nay, I had rather part, with my whole Eſtate, Health and Senſe, thfn loſe an 
Inch of my Love was Cother day at x) dof Entertainment, where 
two or, three "Grave" litick Rogues were won "ring, why VVomen $hou'd be 
brought into Plays: ,,.I as LEE the VVarld was not made without 


*em ; he full Pop upon me But, "Sir, it had been better if it had — 
Vu And then no doubt my ſmile aroſe 


. Theſe are your Rogues, Fr2pk, that would;be thought Criticks, that- 
are pe > pleas'd but with { new, as.they. call i it, juſt, proper, and 
neyer as Men ſpeak 3, Your” *the way, men tha nate us RoZues with 
away — » 


+ Bel. But after all they*lI this you « down, and. ay" voor Grace is no 


Scholar — ' | SH 
_ Hth, nor, wou'd beFit "Learning muſt wrench' a Man's Head 
quite round ; 1 and 'my *tongue well enough, 'and ſome*others 


. to be married to% rw, but to ſerve'my*turn; ; what's - 
inCeryaneverſeapes-me, but as for Points and Taps, for which thoſe ſo- 
lemn Fops'axe t6 be valued, T light*em, nor wouw'd remember” ein if I-cov'd; 
for he that once liſtens to-Jin gling, tenito'one if Ever he-gets it out 'of his 
head while he lives —— Bug e, and leayEme tomy Muſing Jad | 
Tournon out, my. Vidam: ap Ma ber feltor the Handkercher ay. 
- thou art concern'd ini Noh neſs; Copa}: (Exvyr Ya; oi 
G <3 } "24 eve,” rene. "I 
Nem. Slf&.come 7 og ta Pompous pe 4. | 771 
The Stars and MH 'ns Gloties! her 


That's out © 7 to0 —— Bnet aFyCloſet. 1 © (Exit + 
Princ. C, No, $6, Taree thee vity. by "no longer,” _ 

But on the Eartiſter us conſult ony-Woes {& +.» 3b 6 200% 

For Earth I ſhall be ſhortly ; ſit and hear me, + > 

While ,on thy faithful Boſom thus I lean, - = | 

My aking Head, ind breath my cruel Sorrows. — . 


 Tren. Speak Madam, ſpeak, they'll ftrangle if contain'd — 
* Prixc:G. As ate T lay upon a flow'ry Bank, | | 
My Head a little-heaw'd beyond the Verge, © - 4 
To lodk my troubles in the Rockleſs Stream, rf 
I flepr, and dxearnt I faw A _ Kr 
| e 
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The Boſom of” the Flood unfold ; 

I faw the Naked Nymphsten Fathom down, \ 
With all the Cryſtal Thrones in their Green Courts below, 
Where in their buſite Arms Nemours appear'd : 

His Head reclin'd, and ſwolI'n as he were drown'd, 
While each kind Goddeſs dewd his Senſcleſs Face. 

With Nettars drops to bring back life {n vain : 

When on a ſudden the whole Synod roſe 

And laid him to.my Lips — Oh my Irene ! 

Forgive me Honour, Duty —— Love forgive me, 

1 found a Pleaſure Tneer felt before; | 
Diſlolving Pains, and Swimming ſhuddering Joys,. "I p 
To which: my Bridal Night with Cleve was dull —— 7 


P, C. Thele Starts agen ;. but w 


O riſe and tell m m_y hs Melanc olly o_ " CO.” 
, VViy fall thoſe Te -VVbhy. heave: -INS-DC Om thus ? 
Nay, I thea muſt conſtrain theg-with myFArms:, 


Is't poflible 2 doe then thy wen 4 
; Alien thee ſo, 10u canſt not ſpeak 
Ch artres, 'Chartres !.then 10 *? 


'Y Stew N boos ed encanta one ren n þ. 
x Quyyon falhe a +for.a a®di 2 OS 
Ne * _ nora to Is L think: 


| thouthow'ſe; 2 RS 
Thy innit rough, an} now 1 chntncoſ ot. Ole by 


I think there is a Boſom ecret ti 
And have a dayn of it through a ky Fo 
That hide it frommy view: O truſt me Cleve! : 


Truſt me whate'erit, be; 1 love thee mare 
Than thou lov'ſt help for that Thich thus inthrauls thee. _ 
Truſt thy dear Husband, Our looſe theipain | oh 
That makes thee droop, tho vgh it Howe be my Death ! 
By thy dear ſelf PIl welcome it to eafe thee, 

Praxc. C, Thou beſt of all thy Kind, why ſhow'd you rack me; 
V'Vho dare not, cannot ſpeak —- No more but this, 
' Take me from Paris from the: Court. 
B: C.. Ha, Chartres, how !. w, 


VVhat- 
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What fromthe Court of Pari-, why ? 
Prince, C. Becauſe — my Mothers Death-Bed Counſel ſo adviſed _ 
Becauſe the Court has Charms, becauſt 1 love 
A Grotto beſt, becauſe *tis belt for you 
n_ *% and all the World. 
'Becouſe, O Heaven ! 
a there is ſome curſed Charm at Court, 
Which you love better than meand all the World. 
The Reaſon's plain, for which you wou'd remove, 
To loſe the Mem'ry of ſome lawleſs Love. 
Princ, C. Why then am 1 detain'd, if that's your fear ? 
P, C. It is, it ought, and ſhall, and 'Oh! you muſt 
Confeſs this horrid Falſhood to my Face. 
Princ, C. Never, my Lord, never confeſs a Lie, 
By Heavens I love your life above my own. 
P. C. Not that, not that, ſpeak home and fly not wide, 
Swear by thy ſelf, thoffdearly purchas'd Pleaſare, 
Swear by thoſe Chaſter Sweets thy Mother left thee ; 
Swear that thy Soul, which cannot hide a Treaſon, 
Prefers me even to all the World ; Hold Precious, 
Swear that thou lov*ſt him more - And only lov'ſt him, 
And in ſuch S not folove-another. 
Princ. C. A Pls will you fink = to your Feet, 
Where I muſt ie and ns life " poqts þ $4 
P.C.S ys S nor let the name of Hus . 
comiiVerrar thy ſoul ; for by my hopes OLI 
-Of Paradfce; howCer. thou uſeſt me " : 
I am thy Creature, ſtill to make and'mould me 
Thy cringing crawling ſlave, and will adore 
The hand that kills me=— 
Princ. C. O you are tao-good ! 1 
And.I muſt never hope for Pardon. - Yet 
I cou'd excuſe it; but my Lord I willnot. 
Know then - : cannot I ſpeak. 
P. C. Nor I by Heaven. * . 
Princ., C. 1 loye. | 
P.C. Go on. 
Princ. C.-1 lovexyou as my Soul. 
P, C. Ha—— But the reſt. 4 
P;incs Alas, alas, I dare not- 
P. GC. "Why. then Farewel for ever 
Princ, C. Stay and take it — 
Take the extreameſtpang of tortur'd Vertue, ". 
Take all, I love, Flove thee Cleve as life ; 
But Oh '1 love, I love another more — 
P. C. Oh Chareres! Oh — . 


D 2 Prize. C. 
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Princ. C. Why did yon rack me then? 
You were reſolved, and now you have it all. 
P.G. All Chartres! AU! Why, can there then be more ? 
Bur riſe, and know I by this kiſs forgive thee. 
T hou haſt made me wretched by the cleareſt proof 
Of perfe& Honour that ever flow*'d from Woman. 
But Crown the Miſery which you have begun, 
And let me know who 'tis you wow'd avoid, 
Who is the happy man that had the power 
To burn that Heart which I cou'd never warm. 
Princ, C. Forgive me Sir, in this, Prudence commands 
Eternal ſilence 
P. C. Ha! if filent now, 
Why didſt thou ſpeak at all ? if here thou ſtop'ſt 
I ſhall conclude that which I thought thy Vertue, 
A ſtart of Paſſion which thou cou'dſt not hide, . 
And now Vexation gnaws thy guilty Soul 
With a too late Repentance for Confeſling 
His name 
Princ. C.. You ſhall not know it ——= Yes,my Lord, 
Now a too late Repentance tears my Soul, 
And tells me I have done amiſs to truſt you ; 
Yet by my hopes of eaſe at laſt by Death, 
I ſwear my Love has never yet appear'd, f 
Toany Man but you —- + © | 
P. C, Weep, not my Chartres, for howOer my Tongue 3 8 
Upbraid thy Fame, my Heart ftill worſkips thee, * -- 
And by the Blood. that chills me round—— 1 ſwear 
_ From this ad Moment; Il ne*er urge thee more ; 
All that I beg of thee, is not to hate'me. W 
Princ. C. The ſtudy of my Life ſhall be to love you: 
.P, C. Never, Oh never / I were mad to hope it, 
Yet thou ſhalt give me leave to fold thy hand, 
+ + To preſs it with my Lips, to ſigh uponit, 
And waſh it with my tears —— *® 
Princ, C.-I cannot bear this kindneſs without dying; 
P. C. Nay, we will walk and talk-ſometimes together, 
Like Age we'll call to mind the Pleaſures paſt + 3 
Pleaſures like theirs, which never ſhall return, 
For Oh my Chartres, ſince thy Heart's eſtrang'd, 
The pleaſure of thy Beauty is no more, 
Yet I each night will ſee thee ſoftly laid, 
Kneel by thy ſide, and when thy Vows-are paid, © * 
Take one laſt kifs, e'er I to Death retire; -.: | 
Wiſh that the Heavens had OY us equal fire; g 
- Then figh, it cannot be, and ſo expire. (Exeunt. 
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Enter Nemours, 
-She loves, ſhe loves, and I'm the happy Man, 
She has avow'd it, all preſident, 


Before her Husbands Face 
Ha ! but from Love like hers ſuch daring virtue, 
That like a bleeding Quarry lately chas'd, 
Plunges among the Waves, or turns at Bay, 
What is there to expect-- "But—let it come 
The worſt can happ'n, yet 'tis {roripes ſtill, 
To bring to ſuch Extreams ſo chaſt a mind, 
And charm to love the wiſeſt of her Kind. 
- Emer Vidam. 

Ah Vidam! 1 could tell thee ſuch a Story of ſuch a Friend of mine, the od- 
deſt, prettieſt, out of the way of bugneſs, but thou art ſo flippant there's 
no truſting thee 

Vid. Tournon fays the Flag's held out 

Nem. Tonrnon be Damwd-— Know then, but be ſecret, there 1 IS a Friend 
of mine belov'd But by a Soul ſo Vertuous. 

Vid. That was too much | 
_ That quite from the method of all Womankind, ſhe told it to her 

us 

Vid. That's ſtrange indeed - And hew did her Husband like it ? 

Nem. Why, after a tedions paſſionate Diſcourſe, approved her carriage, 
and ſwore he. Jov'd her more than ever ; ſo they cry Td and kiſs'd, and went 
away moſt loyingly together. 

Fd. Why%icg ſhe Cuckolds him to-rights, nor can he take the Law of 
her ; andP 4788 by any Bawd in Chriſtendom — And ſo i my Lord fare- 
well, I have buſineſs of my own, and Tournon Waits you 


Nem. But heark you, Fraghs ,Fhave occaſion for you, and muſt preſs thee, 


I hope, to no unwelcome Othce—only a Second 

Vid. With all my heart, myLord, the Timeand Place. 

Nem. Juſt now. in Luxemburg Garden, betwixt one and two, a Challange 
from a couple, the ſmarteſt, briskeſt, prettieſt Tilting Ladies 

Vid. Your Servant Sir, and as you thrive, let me hear from your Grace, and 
foFate ſpeed your Plow. ; LExin. 

| Enter Tournon with Marguerite. 

Nem. And ſo Fate ſpeed your Plow, and you go that, and I ſhall tell you, 
Sir, *twas not handfomly done, toleave me thus tothe Mercy of two unreaſon- 
able Womenat once. 

=_ our, You have him now in view, and fol leave you. CExit Tour, 

Marg. Stand Sir. 

Aw To a Lady, while I have breath. 

g., Wou'd m_ not falt to a Lady too, if ſhe ſhou'd ask the Favour ? 


No Ay. Ga any pretty VVoman may bring me upon my Knees at her 
pleaſure. 
Marg. ODevil— 


Sad 4 + 


Newt 


. 
% 
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Nem, Prithee my Gear ſoft warm Rogue, let thee and I'be kind —— 
+ Marg. And kiſs, you were going to ſay. | 

Nem. 7life, how pat ſhe hits me, why thou and I were made for one ano. 
ther—Let's try how our Lips fit, | rf e7 2M 

Marg. Is that your fitting, WS | $15* 

Nem. *Fore Heaven ſhe's wond'rous quick ; Nay, my Dear, and you go to 
that, I can fit you every way | 

Marg. You are a Notorious talker, 

Nem. And abetter doer ; prithee try, 

Marg. As if that were to do now. 

Nem. Nay, then Pm ſure of thee, for never was aWoman mine once, byt 
was mine always. | | 

Marg. Know then you area heavy ſluggiſh Fellow ; but I ſee. there is no 
more taith in Man than Woman, Cork and Feathets. : 

Nem. Make a Shittlecock,- that's Woman ; let me, if you pleaſe, be Bat-, 
tledoor, and by Gad fot a day and a night gil keep up with any Fellow in 
Chriſtendom. | | | 

=” Come away then, and \I'1l keep count, I warrant you - Monſter — 
Villain — : 

Nem. Now is the Deviland I as great as ever I come my Dear— But 
ve whe becomes of my other Dears For, whom I was Prin'd and 

arg b s 

Marg. Why don't you come my Dear ? 5 TY 

Nem. There with that ſweet word ſhe cock'd me——— © | 

Marg. Lerd / how you tremble a5 + Þ. 


Nem. There the Pan flaſh'd —— 
Nem. Now I go off O Man! O Woman! O Fleſff! ODevil!- + 


* 


Aarg. Vil fet my Teeth in you. 


Finis Aedns Secundi. 


ACT IIL SCENE I. 
The Vidam, Toxrnon, ; 


Tour. Woman in Love with another , and confeſs it to her Husband-— 
oF What wou'dI give to know her —— Without all queſtion Nemonrs 
1s the Perſon belov'd. | 
Vid. That's plain by his eagerneſs in the Diſcovery, he forced me- to hear 
him whether I wou'd or no ; yet what I fo admire-in his Temper, is, that 
for all the former. heat, I no ſooner mentioned you, but he flew from it, and 
Tun upon another Scent, as if the firſt had never been | » 
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- Tour. Where did you find him ?” | 

Vid. At the Princeſs of Cleve's, and my heart tells me that*s the Lady that 
acquainted her Husband how ſhe was determin'd to make him a Cuckold——. 
If he pleas'd to give his gonſent.— = x ; 

Tour. My Judgment, which is moſt Sagacious in theſe Matters, is moſt po- 
fitive in your —_—_ for by his whitely caſt, the Prince of Cleve muſt be 
the "Man fork'd in the Book of Fate — . 

Vid. And yet *tis odd, that Nemoxrs of all Men, ſhou'd have ſuch lock at 
this'Lottery.. | F : 

Tour. O to chooſe, my_ Lord becauſe ſhe's nice and preciſe ; your - d6« 
mure Ladies that are ſo $quob in company, are Devils in a corner. ; they 
are a ſort of Melancholly Birds, that-;neer peep. abroad by day, but they 
to whit, to whou it at night ; nay, to my particular knowledge, all grave ' 
Women. love wild Men, and if they can-but appear civil at firſt, they cer- 
tainly ſnap *em ; for mark their Language, * The Man is a handſom Man, it. 
he had but Grace ; the Man has Wir, Parts and excellent Gifts, if he wou'd 
but make a right uſe of *em ; why all theſe 1f*s are but civil Pimps to a moſt. 
Bavvy concluſion—— But ſee, I deſcry him with a 'Mask yonder 

Fia. You'll remember St, A4ndre's Lady for this. Diſcovery. 

Tour. If ſhe be not yours to night,never acquaint me with aMyſtery agen — 
jd. Not a word tothe Duke + My Gravity gets me a hank over him 
—— Therefore if you tell him of any Love Matters of mine, you muſt ne- 
ver hope for more Secrets ——. -* ; 
Toy. Trowble not your head, but away. (Exit Vid. 

2 #- Diamond from the Queen,.' an  Embaſſadors Merit at laſl.. 
Confeſs wer Hugband, alas poor Princeſs = See, they come - but that which 
ſtartles'me,” hown Woman of Meargueritt's Sex.can-contain all this while as 
ſhe ſeems to butperhaps ſhe deſigns to pump him ——- Or has ſome fur- 
ther End, wh \ , | 


T muſt learn; 
Enter Nemours and Marguerite; 
Marg. But did you never promiſe thus before ?'— 3h” {2s 
* Nem. Never ——But why theſe Doubts, Thou-haft all theWit in the, 
World — Thou know*ft T love thee without Proteſtations;why then this delay? 
Marg. 1 have noticonversd with you an hour, and you are for ___ 
we > No Sir, butif you can have patience till the Bal——— Oh 1 ſhall: 
= fd Hs, | 
Nem, Patience, I muſt; but if it werenot for the clog of thy Modeſty, we: 
might have been In the third Heaven by this, and have danCd. at the Ball be: 
lide— Ha ! you faint —- Take of your Mak —— 
Marg. Unhand me, or ——But pray, Cer'wepart, let meask you a ſerious-- 
queſtion ; what if gyou ſhou'd have pick'd up a Devil Incarnate? — 
em, Why, gby your loving to go in the dark thus, makes me begin to ſuſ-- 
pectyou——But 'be a Devil and thou wilt, if: we muſt be Dama'd together, . 
who canjhelp it——— - - * 
Marg:;1 ihall not hold'—— PRTTRs —- 
Nem.. Yet, now I think on't, thou canſt be.no Devil, thou art ſo wy 
\ | F —_— a:5ll+.- 


Wo 
"a. 
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a Sinner ; for you refuſed me juſt now, when I profer'd to. ſel my Telf, and 
ſeal rhe Bar gain with the beſt of my -lood 

Mayg. But if I ſhowld permit you, cou'd you find in your heart to ingender. 
with a damn'd Spirit ? 

Nem. Yes marry cou'd I, for all you ask the queſtion fo feriouſly : For know, 

thou bewitching Creature, I have long'd any time this ſeven years to be the 
Father of a Succubus -— 

Marg. Fiend, and no Man - 

Nem. Beſides, Madam, don't you think a feat Devil of yours and my be- 
getting, wou 'd" be a prettier ſight in a-Houſe, than a Monkey or a Squirrel? | 
Gad I d hang Bells about his neck, and make my "Valet ſpruce up his TIN 
ev ry Morning as duly as he Comb'd my Head. 

Marg. But is it pcſſible” (for I know you have a Miſtreſs, a Convenience as 
you ca her) that you cou'd jeave her for. me; who may be Ugly, Diſcas'd, or 
a Devil indeed for ought you know E 

Nem. Why, ſince you tax me with truth, I muſt anſwer likea Man of Ho- 
nour ; I coud leaye her for thee; or cIſe: any of your Tribe, fo' they were 
all like you -—- 

Marg. But in the name. iof | Reaſth,. : what is there i9,vs Runners at All; E 
that a Wife, or a Miſtreſs of that Nature, may not poſſeſs with more ad- 
vantage ? +. 

Nem. Why, the Freedom Wit and Rognery,_ and-all ſort of aQing, , as well 
as Converſation. In a Domeſtick ſhe, There? no Gaity, no Char,” no Dil- 
courſe, but of the Cares of this World and its Inconyenien es”; What. 
do we do, but ſo dully;;- by Gad, my Thing ask 'd'me once, when Dy, 
were down, what the Stuff coſt a Yard —Ha'? what now, upon the SO: 
nay, then have with you atall Adventures,” at leaſt to paty J'itt 
Ball — 


_ fy I "4 (Excwr. 


Tour. Ha ! yonder ſhe loſt him - ſee, what can ſhe intend by kee ing her 
ſelf ſo cloſe ——But ſee, La March has ſeizd her, and now the Myſtery vill 


Enter Tournon. 


? 


open it felt. 
Re-enter Marguerite with La March: 
La M. But have you found him falſe ? 


Tour, Curſes; Damnation, a Sy $8 
The wracks of Womens Wits, when her Soul aX\ 
Is bawk'd of Vengeance,” wait on his deſires. | © 


La'M. Why did yowleave him.fo upon the ſudden ? . 
Marg. Becauſe I found my Paſſion moye too ſtrongly, 
My fooliſh Heart wou'd not obey my Will ; By 
I found my Eyes grow full, my Sighs had choak'd me, = 
And t was dying in his Arms ———- , 
' La'/1, But now 
You have got Breath, what is your our purpoſe Madam ? ” 
Marg. To meet him as promis*d, to enjoy him 1M 
With the laſt pang of a Revengeful pleaſure ; ; | 


=- 
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Ard Ict him know-—— ; | 

Then make him Damn himſelf” with thouſand Qaths, 

That he'll-n&er ſee forſakin. Hfargrerice more, 

The'eurſt fond, fooliſh, doting Marguerite ; 

For thus with an extorted Gallantry, 

F11 force him to revile me to my Fare-; I 

Thenthrow the Mask away, and vent my rage ; 

Tell him he is a.Fiend, Devil, Devil, Levil, 

Or what is worſe, ,a Man- : - | 

And leave him.to the Horror of his Soul. | | (Exir. 

Tour, I've heard herRave, and-muſt applaud thy Condyct 

To the next task, then when ſhe has ſatisfied | 

This cdd Figary of Revenge and Pleaſure, 

Take her in #he height of -heydiſdain. | .':; 

And ply her with the Dauphin ; then tell Memours 

Of her reſolve to caſt himfurther bf, ; 

Millions to one we carry.the deſign, © - : 2 

But haſte and ſcout, wil I attend the T'vke, 

That harps upon the-loſs.of ſhignew Miſtreſs, 
76 *: } Emrter Nemonrs. * 


v-* 


Nem. Death and the Devil —- We went talking along ſo pleaſantly, when - 


of a-ſadden whiſp'ring, ſhe worPE'nor fail me at the Ball, he ſprung from me 
at yon dark corner and vaniſh'd. Well, ifſhe be'a Devil, Hell by her ſhou'd be 
a merry place, or,perhaps ſh#has not been. there yet, but fell this morning 
dtook Earthin her ways wy þ ys I ſhall make'a new diſcovery if 
(he her woafd,,.andl he Hos -much-wit to break it before ſhe trys me, 
Tour, And where are you to make this new diſcovery ? ts & IF 
Nem. At thepllin Maſquerade —Thiut wou'd4 have timerow! Till alt in 
theſe lovely Extreams,the Corruption of Reaſon being the Generation ofWir; 
and the Spirit of Wit lying .in the Extravagancevt 'Bleaſure ; nay, the two 
neareſt waysto enter the Cloſetof the'Gods, and lye even with the Fates them- 
ſelves, are Fury and Yleep\+ > Therefore the Fury.of Wine and Fury of 'Wo- 
men poſleſs me waking andleepiang z :let.me dream of nothing but dimplPd 
Cheeks, ang-laugltng, Lipsp-andt flowing: Bowls, Yenas be my Star, and Who- 
ring my Houſe, and' Death 1 dehie theey: Thus ſang Roſcdore in the Urn-—But 
-where and when, with ny Fops: Wiyes, be quick, thou know'ſt my appoint-. 
- ment with this unknown, and the Minute's precious. 
a Tour. VVhy, Shave contrived you the ſwceteit wight in the world, if you 
dare, 
Nem. Dare;"and ina Woman's cauſe / why, I have no drop of Blood a- 
bout me; :;but muſt our 11 their Service, and what matter is't which way ? 
Torr, Know Poltrot's Lady bas informed me, how St. Andre walks in his 
ſleep, and that her Husband laſt night attempted to Crckold.him, that ſhe 
watch'd and overheard the whole matter, but Polrror cou?d not find the door be- 
fore St, Andre returned ; ſhe doubts not but he will try agen to night— Now 
if yoycan nick the time whec Pol: ror riſes, aud ſteal to her, tea 'to one but 


ſhe'11 be glad to be Revenged —- E New. * 


_—_ 
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Nem. Or ſhe would not tell thee the bus'neſs —— There wants but "_— 

with her, taking her by the hand, and 'tis a Bargain —=-—-- +; 
Enter Celia, Elianora MaiR'd. Poltrot, $4 Andre following + + - 

Tour. Step, ſtep aſide, they are upon the hunt for you, and 'their Huybands 
have 'em in the wind ; ſtand by a while to obſerve, and PII turn'you we. up- 
on *em 

, St. A. Ha, Tournon!. by my Honour a Prize, let's board *TMW.- <1? 

Pol. Be not too deſperate my little F rigat, for I aw, "that 1 —_ Loon 
man of Honour. 

Cel. Now Heaven defend us, what will you give; us a Broad- fide ] 

El. Lord! how 1 dread the Guns of the lower Tire. 

S. 'A. Such notable Marks-men t00, we never miſs hitting between Wind 
and Water. 


| 5A {1! warrant they carry Chaln- ſhot: Pray Heaven they do not ſpli us, 
Liſter ! *. - 
Pl. Yield then, yield quickly, Or no Mercy, we have been ſo-ſhattered'to 
day already by two ſhe Pirates, - that we aregrown deſperate: 
El. But what alashave we done, that you ſhou'd' turn your Revenge upon 
us poor harmleſs Innocents, that never wrong'd you, never ſaw - you þefore ? 
Cel. If you ſhoul'd deal onindly withus, 'twor'd break our Hearts, for we 
are the gentleſt 


+St, 4.  Andwe. will uſe you. ſo lentigy kindly, Vhe little: Birds, you ſhall 
pever repent the-loſs of your , 


£4, Hlawarrant, Siſter, the + FILE Cage, or by the Legs. 
| Pol: Ng, upon the word © rows bye 'be at lib 


RE 
Cel: What wilt yon Pinion our« Wings and let-us hop up 
the. Houſe ? IN? 


' $:; 4: Not. inthe Honſe where we live, pretty Soul, tor Sore o two rafen- 
ous Sow-Gats.willeat youu; . . eB: 

El..Yaur Wives you mean. 

Pol. Something like, two Melancholy rs _ purring in the Chim- | 
” ney: Corner, and to exerciſe their ſpite, kill —4p a + 

Cel.*'Oh 1 for God-ſake: k us from your HET | 
- St, A: 4 warrant thee, little: non, gm ry lo las 
 _ "Pol. Audi. any Wife in Europe dar ha hair of thee, 1 ſay not 
much, but that Wife were better be a Widow. 

El. But are your Wives . handſom and'well qualited 7 ? for whatever you ſoy. 
to us, when you. have had your will you'll home at night, and for my part. [ 
cry All or None. 

Pol. And All thou ſhalt :have dear Rogue; never-fear. my Wives Beauty or 
good Nature, they are things to Ber.like Saints and Angels, which ſhe believes 
never were, nor. neyer will be -—- She's a Baſon of Water againſt-Lechery, 
and locks fo ſharp whenever 1 fe her, like Vinegar ſhe makes me ſwear. 


$+. 4. And mine's fo tulſome, that a. Goat with the help of Cantharides 
wou'd not touch her.,, 


S, eff) Cel. But 
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Ci. But then for their Qualities —— 
St. A. Such Scolds, like Thunder they turn allthe &tink in the Cellar. 
-- -Pok.. Such Niggards, they eat Kirchin-ſtuff :and' Candles ends — Once in- 
deedraving mad my Wife ed EP, 7x for a Rat having eat his way thro' 
an 01d: Cheeſe, * ſhe baited*the Trapfor him with a.peice of pareing —But ha- 
ving caught him; by the Lord ſhe eat: him up without mercy, tail and all. - 

» Bl: Ate they not even with us Siſter ? 

S:;, A Fis hop'd tho, the Hangman will take” em off of -our hands, for they 
are ſhrewdly ſuſpeRted for Witches, mine noints her ſelf ev'ry night; ſets a 
Broom-ſtaff in the Chimney, and opns the Window, for what purpoſe but 
to fly ? 

Pol. Gad, and my Wife has Tets in'the wrong Place, ſhe's warted all over 
like a pumpP d Orange, :| 

Cel. Yet ſure, Gentlemen, you'told theſe Hags anothen ſtory once and made | 
as deep Proteſtations to. them as you do to us? 

St. A. Never, by this hand, the Salt Souls fell in Luſt with us, and haur'd 
us to Matrimony like Bears to the Stake. 

Pol. Where they ſet a Long Black Thing upon-us, that cried Have and 
Hold. 
| El. Put the queſtion they had been bandGGin, brought you- great - A 76s 
were Pleaſant, and i&iry, and*willing-to ktmour you. 

Enter Nemours with the Vidam. 

Nem. Nay, then I can hold no longer : Z'death there's it Madam; Willing ! Ne 
That Willingneſs ſpoils all-my Dear, my Hony, my Jewel, it Palls the Ap- 
panes like Sack at oy me the ſmart diſdainfull ſhe Likk britk 

or _ſpritely:. wakes me ſenack my Lips after 's. down, 


ini for NE hncGet: dallying, I make fure.of 
St. A. ay, ecome'in there's no dallying, I'll 'make ſure.of one. 
Pol: Nay; andifec my part Limreſolved to ſecure another ; come Madam, 
no ſtrivias? for feng yr. when Thay hold, if' the Body comme not wil- 


why ; L pull-a-wtiolg 
| Yes Madend 5 rake it on my word whoamn' a rational 
C Aim F Ty py is 2 ey naeryy ogg 
Cel. Pray Heaven hebe not a horned-Beaſft, is the Monſter married? 
Vie. Yes Ladies, they are both married. © — tage? © 
El. Married! Fer Heaven ſake, Gentlemen, ſave us the Cattle. 
Pol. Why, what-s'the: Breeze in your Tails ? Zdeath' Ladies: wo not eat R 
you. 
Cel. Say you ſþ/?\Biit weHinbttruſt you, 1an ſuxe you both 160k hang 
Vid, It may be their: Wives uſe%em' 
El. And the poor good-natur'dt take it to heart. 
looks; 


Cel. I ſwear *tis pitty, they have 
fou' to dearth, ſpare *em not. 


Nem. Proceed, ſweet Souls, we'll 

El, Or.it may be we miſtake all this:while, - and their Pitifu! looks are cau- 
ſd by loving too much. 

Via. Right Madam, a little too: Unarhes 3 Ha, Ha! | 

2 | St, . 
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St. A. Now have not | one word to ſay, but ſtand to endure all Jerks like a 
Schoot-Boy, with my Shirt up. 

Pol. Vl have oe fling at *em tho? 1 die'for't ; why Ladies youll overſhoot 
your ſelves at this rate —= Muſt we only be the Butts to bear all your Railery? 
methinks you might ſpend one Arrow at random, and take off that Daw that 
Chatters ſo near yon —— Gad, -and I think 1 paid” em there | 

Cel. Butts and Daw ! Let me never Langh agen, if they-be not Witty too. 
— Why, you pleaſant Rognes, Zlite [:cou'd kiſs them if they did not ſtink 
of - Matrimony. 

Foe A. Mum, Mum; Mam. Did not I tell you 'twas a madneſs to ſpeak to 
"them ? 

El. They envy my Friend too here; this pleaſant Companion, 

Cel. This dear agreeable Perf n. 

Nem. Ay, Damme Madam, the Rogues. ry US. 

El. What a gentle Aſped ; ? 7.« | 

Cel. How Proper and Airy ? 

El.. See, here's Blood in this Face. 

_ Vid. Pare Blood, Madam; 'at your Service. 

Cel. Will you walk dear Sir ? give me your hand——" 

Eb.-And me yours — | 

Nem. Come you dear raviſhing Rogues—Your Servant Ma Butts 

Vid. Gentle Mr. Butts 

El. Adieu ſweet Mr. Bits. 

Gel. Witty Mr. Butts, Ha, Ha, Ha ! | [Excun Nem. Vid. Cel. EL 
283. A: Well; I'll to a Dutcheſs. « 2 

Pol. Lord ! thou art always fo vigh flama'— yy --Haſd thoy never # caſt Conn- 
teſs for me——— 23 

Sr. 4. Come along to the 'Balland thou, ſhalt; fee; thoDds bf. New 
the Gallant to night — and Treatsat his"\Palace;; becauſt*ris the Rigs 
Birth-day—Let me ſe what new Fancy:;for th erade? Oh! 1 have Bp 
Son the Lt nt is _— m_ with-Fortune-telting 5! flha@' the Dumb 

the ander that made ſuch.a ndiſe,, and&+ljbuſhatrbe-1 4 
ter— Come along, and was we g9 FI jfiſtra&/theein 2g Signs; my ra 
Pol. Dear Rogue, let's pra fe x little'hefore we: ftiy+= As What ſen for 
Lechery, becanſe we may Nick our Wives2r;: 2 14 5”:: 49 

- St. A. Why thus,: that's a glanting ſqueez'd Eye-—gr this —for a 
mor Hand, or thus,: fora Whore in a Corner;\.or:thus downright. Cuckold- 


INE. 
Pol. . Well; ſwear this will be rarg ſport, ' atdd:ſo'my Udintifd! $ 
reſolved to tickle her with a { queen's jr xp Birn melt” huh? , fry WT hs 
in a Corner, till ſhe confeſs” hr ſelf guilty -of downright Cuckoldom'; then in 
_ revenge for her Jaſt Impudence, Soc for = D Divorce :'' | . 
_ And holding to; her' fying Label, £3 
. Call her in, open Cc ate Whore of Rabel, ' DExeunt. 
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Pp. C. Adam, the King commands me to attend ET EN 


His Davghter into Spaiy, and further adds, 
Recauſe no Princeſs Rivals you in Fame, 
You will oblige the Court in going with me. * A 
Princ, C. My Lord, 1 amr prepar'd and leave the Court 
With ſucha Joy as wou'd admit no bounds — 
P. C. As wou'd admit no bonnds?! and why ? becauſe 
It takes you from the Charms which you wou'd ſhun : 
This is a Vertue of ſuch height indeed, - y 
| As none but you can boaſt nor [ deplore. 
But Madam, Rumour ſays the King intends 
To joyn another with me, | 
Prince, C, Who my Lord? 
P, C. *T was thought at firſt the Chavalier de Guiſe. 
Princ,C. Me is your Friend, nor cou'dtheKing chooſe better. 
P, C. I fay, at firſt *twas thought the Duke of Guiſe— 
But I was ſince inſtructed by the Queen, 
That Honour is fixt upen the Duke Nemours. 
Prine. C. Nemours, my Lord ? 
P. C; Moſt certain. 
Princ. C/ $or what reaſon ? | 
P. C. Becauſe I mov'd the Dauphin Queen to gain him. | {8 
Princ. C. *Twas raſhly done,againſt your Intereſt mov'd. . 
PC. Perhaps ?tis not too late yet to ſupplant him. <- 
P,inc. C. Do't theo, be quick, Nemwrs will ſhare yortr Honours, Rs + 
Eclipſe your Glory Nh | 
P.C. Ha! I muſt confeſs rib 
The Soldiers love him, and he bears the Palm 
Already from the Marſhals of the Field. fa 
Princ. C. And in the Court he's calld the riſing Star : 
You ſee each nightat every Entertainment. _ 
Where he moves, what Troops of Beauties folloyy ; On 
How the Queens praiſe him, and all Eyes admire him —— _” -. 


P., C. Ha! Chartres ——— | p: a - a) aid 

Prixnc. C. Ah ! my Lord — what have 1 done ? 7 bone O08 tk 

P. C.. Nothing, my Charrres, but admire Nemours! oP OD 
O Heaven and Earth ! and if I had but patience -_ RO {2 LO ar 


To hear you out, how had youloſt your ſelf 


Your Trouble has convinc'd me*tis Nemonrs © GE © 


On that EternalObjef of your Love ? - | $ehſos inc | 

No Madayp, no, *tis falſe, *tis'no Nemours: oo 4 O00 x 

*Twas my invention t6 find out the truck” ect". 2 rfS 2 
hn VO of " ic y- 
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Which curſt Diſcovery in-anather Woman, 

I ſhou'd have made by her too eager Joy. 

Why ſpeak you not ?: your re ſhock'd with your own Vertue, 
The reſolution of yaut- Jultice aws-you, 

Which cannot, dares bees, it ſelf the Lie, 

Prine, C. My Lord ve,. my tl ; Alas PY. Cleve t 
O pity me ! I know not Shae to An WEbea”: or foto 
I'm mortally aſham'd, I'm on the Rack, 
But ſpare this humble TY Tough wich i you, : 
Where I may never ſcea Mafi gall, 

P,C. O Riſe my Charrres | 
P11 force thee to be mine inſpight of 
My conſtant Martyrdom and deathleſs K "a 
| My 'morethan Mortal Patience in theſe Ferings,” H 
Shall poize his nobleſt Qualities, O' Heav'n ! 

No fear, my Chartres, tho? theſe Sorrows fall, 

That I ſuſpect thy Glory : thou haſt ſtrength 

To curb this Paſſion in, that elſe. may endwus.-, . .- 
All that lask thee. is t9 bepd thy. heart. dE Na Sg L 

Princ. C. V1! break It, -_., - ONS.” | 

P. C. ' Turn it: from Nemours, Nemonrs— VANE TIER % 
But Oh ! that name preſents thy danger greater, . . | 
Look ts thy Honour then, and look to-mine 5, .* : 
I ask it as thy Lover and thy Husband ; th, 

I begit as a Man whoſe Life depends "PEI b 

Upon thy Breath, that gffers-thee a Heart, - Wer ns 

All bleeding with the wounds. of mortal Love, ; 

All hack'd and gaſh'd, and ſtab'd and mangPd oer; 

And yet a heart ſatrus,, in ſpite of pain, - | 

As ne'er yet loy?d, nor ever ſhall again. CExit P.C. 
Enter Irene. 

Iren, Ha ! Madam, ſpeak, how is it with your Heart ? ? 

Princ, C. As"with a timerous Slave ,candemn'd to Torments, 
That fill cries ouf, he cannot, will, got hae it. 

And yet bears on. 

Iren. Ah, Madatn ! 1 wov'd ſpeak, | 
If you could bear the Sreadfull Nez s Lbring. 

Prince. C. Alas! thou can Ms to ie like mine, 


not a a 
 Tren. May | demand then if Fam hav OE: 34 - - b, 
The Secret to your Husband? _  -. ht Ns "4 bS 
Princ, C, Ha ! Irene ; 2019 COS BEIT Sie i 16 bos 19 by 


Why doſt thou ask ? Y 
Iren, Becauſe but now——7' ournon, Lab at thae t Rf 
Told me 'tis blaz'd at Court —Ne emours confelled it-; ,, | 

He is beloy'd by one of ſuch nice. 
That waring————Þ& the Paſſion Dior her, . 
ShEOHp , confeſs, and told it to 


Princ, C. 


The Princeſs of Cleve. 


Prine. C, Death and Deſpair —does Nemours but, avow it; ? 


Ircn, Heown'd it to the Yidam., who agen ... 
— Told it to Madam Toxrno—She to.others ;, 
"Tis true, Nemours told not the Ladies name, 
Nor wou'd confeſs himſelf to be the Party, 
But-yet the Court in general does believe it. 
Princ, C. 1 am undone—my Fame is loſt for ever, 
And death, Irene, muſt be my remedy ; | 
"Tis true, indeed, I laid my Boſom op'n, 
I ſhew*d my Heart to that un rateful Cleve, 
Who ſince in dangerous ſearch of him I love, 
To the eternal ruin of my Honour, 
Has truſted a third Perſon—But away 
I hear his tread, and am reſolved to tax him. 
Enter PrinceCleve. 
Ah ! Sir, what have you done ? if you muſt kill me, 
Are there not Daggers poys'n— But the Jealous 
Are Cruel ſtill, = thoughtful in Revenge z 
And ſingle Death's too little ; muſt your. will 
Of knowing names my. duty durſtnot-tell you, 
Oblipe yau to betray me toanother ; 
So to divulge the Secret of. my Soul, 
That the whole Court muſt know--it ? 
_ P#.C. Ha?; know what ? 
Know-my Diſhonour, have you told it then? 
Prince, C. Ne, *tis your felf, *tis you reveal'd it Sir, , 
To gain a Confident for mare Diſcovery, 
A Lady of the Queens juſt-now:declar'd it, 


To your eternal ſhame you have divulged it, " 


She had it from the Y3dam, Sir; of Chartres, 
And he from the the Duke Nemours — 

P. C. Nemours -—— þ-.- 
How, Madam, ſaid you —— What-Nemonrs—DNemours ! 
Does Nemours know you love him ? Hell and Euries / 
And that I know it too, and not revenge It / 


Princ.C. That's yet to ſeek, he will not own it himſelf 


To be concern'd, he offers not at 4 
But yet *tis found; *tis known, beliey'd by all, 
He cannot hold it, *twill be ſhortly gotten, 
That Cleve your Wife's that curſt diſhonoyr'd She 
You told him of —— xa MC--301 

P, C. Igt poſlible I told him ? | 
Peace, Peace, and if it lies in Humane Power 


To reaſon calmly, tell me Murd'reſs, tell me,. Þ: 202 


. Compoſe that Face of flui'd Hy 


ie, 
And anſwer to a truth—Was'it ay ett OUT TRI! 
To ſpeak of this ? was I not rath&ty'd; ;,-+. i wa 


T0 


=] 
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Whence it might never riſe to blot my Honour —— 
But you have ſeen him, by my hopes of Heaven, Fs 
You have met and interchang'd a ſecret” Souls ; 
On that Complotted ; ſince I bore fo tame! 
Your firſt Confeſſion, 1 ſhou'd bear the Jatter.- 
Princ. C. Beliexe it if you pleaſe ——— 
P, C. I muſt believe it ©. - of 
TT his laſt Proczeding, has unmask'd your Soul 
He ſees you ev'ry hour, and knows you love him : | 
Nay, for your greater "freedom, you have join'd A 
To make this loath'd deteſted Cleve your Stale, 
Ha . I believd you might o'ercome this paſſion, 


"So well you knew.to Charm me with the ſhow 


Of ſeeming Virtue, *till I loſt my reaſon. 
Princ. C. "Tis likely Sir, it was but ſeeming Vertue; 
And you did 1l] to judge ſo kindly of me— 
1 was miſtzken too in that Confeſſion, --; 
Becauſe I thought that you won'd do me Juſtice, 


P, C. You were miſtaken when you thought [ wouv'd, MT" 


Sure you forget I was deſperate, - 
Sentenc'd and doom'd by Fate, of rather dawn 'd, 
To love you to my Grave - And cou'd 1 bear” 


A Rival, what and when I was your Husband, 


And when you own'd ycur paſſion to my Face, 
Conteſs'd you lov'd me- ah —But lov'd him more : 
Ha —Is not this enough to make me mad ? 

Princ, GC. You have the power to et all right agen, 
Why do you not end me ? 

P.C. No, I'll end my ſelf, 
My thoughts are grown too violent for my reaſon, 


* By this laſt uſage, Oh !_ Thou haſt undone me ; 


I know not what — This-ought nor-to be thine -— 
I have offended and wou'd ſue for pardon, 91 


| But yet I bluſh, the Treaſon 1s too gtfoſs 7; wo 


After that mc unnatural Confeſſion, 
I wonder now that I have liv'd ſo long 
Confeſs and then divulge, make me your Biwd <c/ 


z - It Scents too far, the God of Love flies Wide, '0/ + \ 


He gets the Wind, and ſtops the Noſecat this ; 

No more — Farew el - Falſe Chartres, Falſe _— 

Falſe World, Falſe All, fince Charrres is not true!- : 

But you your wiſh with lov'd Nemours ſhall have, - 

And ſhortly ſee your Husband in the Grave. . MP Exie. 
Princeſs C.. Solas 1 

Falſe World, Falſe Cleve, Falſe Charrres, Falſe Nemours, | 


_ Fargyyel to.all, a bogs. and laſt Farewel : {i 1241/1 
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From all Converſe, to Deſerts let me fly, 
And. in ſome gloomy Cave forgotten lie 
My Bower at Noon the ſhade of ſome old Trees 
With whiſtling Winds t& indulge my pomp of eaſe, \ 
And lulling Murmurs rowl'd from Neightyring Seas. 
Where I may ſometimes haſten to the ſhore, 

And to the Rocks and Waves my loſs deplore : 

Where when 1 feel my hour of. Fate draws on, 

Leſtthe falſe World ſhould claim a parting groan, 

My Mothers Ghoſt may riſe to fix my mind, - 

And leave no thought of tenderneſs behind, 


Finis Afdus Tertii. 


ACTIV. SCENE L 
Muſick, Songs, Maskers, &c. 


Nemours with Muſick, Lady Poltrot. 


Nem.T YE has confeſs'd to me he intends to Cuckold Sr. Andre when he walks 
in his ſleep — Therefore if Love ſhou'd inſpire me to nick the 
opportunity, Ihope you will not bar the door which your Husband op'ns— 
L. Pol. Ingrateful Monſter —— =. 
Nem. Ingrateful, that's certain, and it lies in your power to make him a 
Monſter. | ; 
L. P. Idare not, . Nem. What ? L. P, Truſt 28. | 
Nem, Nay, then I'm fure thou wilt, let me but in to ſhew the power. you 
have over me, L.?, As how my Lord? RAS EYE ou 
Nem. Why, when I have thee in my Arms, by Heaven I'll quit my Joys at 
thy defire— ; 
> P. That will indeed be a perfe& tryal of your loye ; come then through 
the Garden back-ſtairs, and when you ſee the Candle put out, thruſt op*n the 
door. | Cy 
' Nem. By Heaven1ll eat thy hand- --Thou dear ſweet Seducer, how it fires 
my Fancy to ſteal into a. Garden, to ruſtle through the Trees, to ſtumble oP 
a narrow pair of back ſtairs, to whiſper through the hole of the door, to kits 
* it open, and fall into thy Arms with a floud of Joy— iP 
- L. P. Farewel, the company comes, 1 muſt leave you a while , to engage 
with my Husband, you'l fall aſleep before the hour— PEE wrt 
Nem, If 1 do, the very tranſport of Imagination ſhall carfy me in my ſeep 
to thy Bed, and Fil wake in the AQ,  -'., ,, _ - -. LEE Pol. 
So there's one in the Fernbrake, and if oi till Morning I have lo} 1 a, 


_- 
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but: now, why what haye we here ? a Hugonor Whore by this light — Have: 


1? For the forward brisk ſhe that promis'd me the Ball Aſſignation, thar 


faid, there was nothing like ſlipping out of the crowd intoa corner, breathing 


ſhort en Ejaculation, and returning as if we came from Church - 

Let me ſce, I'll put on my Mask, fling my Cloak over my Shonlder, and view 

'em as they paſs ; not thou, nor thou 
Enter Tournon in the Habit of a Hugonot. 

Tour. Ah thon unclean Perſon, have I hunted thee there, like a Hart from 
the Mountains to the Vallies, and thon would'ſt not be found ; verily thou 
haſt been amongft the Daughters of the Phil;/tines-- Nay, if you are Innocent, 
ſtand before me, and reply to the words of my Mouth = | 

Nem. '1 ſhall truly = , 

Tour, Say then Haſt thou not defiled thy ſelf with any Dalilah, ſince 
« laſt you felt upon my neck, and lov'd mich? Mem. Nay,verily —— 

Tour. Have you not overheated your body with adulterate Wines? have you 
not beerrat a Play, nor touched Fruit after the Lewd Orange- Woman ? 

Nem. Ll am unpolluted. 

Tour. And yet methinks there 1s not the fame'colour in your Cheeks, nor 
does the Spirit dance in your Eye as formerly, why do you not approach me ? 

! A; [Unmasking. 

Nem. Tournon tarn'd Aeretick ! why thou dear Raſcal, this is ſuch a new 

Frolick, that though I am engag'd asdeep as Damnation to another, thou ſhalt 


not *ſcape me. - . [Marg. claps him on the ſhoulder., 


. Marg. Love a Mar that keeps the Commandment of his word.- 
© Nem. Ard 1 a Woman that breaks hers with her Husband, yet Jloyes her. 
Neighbour as her ſelf--— 1 wou'd tain be in private with you. . * 
Cel. And I with you, becauſe I am refolv\d never to ſee you more. 
Nem. Never to ſee me more ? the reaſon. : 
Cel. Becauſe I hate you. . © 
Nem. And yet I believe you love me too, becauſe you are preciſe to the Mi- 
nute._ EA 
'Cel.” True, yet I hate you juſtly, heartily and maliciouſly —— 


Nem. .By Gad, and Il-Love thee as heartily, juſtly and malicioufly, as tho: 


*canſt love me-forthy blood ;, come away Riddle, and FI1 unfold thee. [Exeunr: 
., Poltrot, St. Andre diſgai'd,, with Elinora, L. Poltrot coming up to *em — — 
El. But it 1s true indeed, that your Friend can tell afl the ARions of our 


_ _ Life paſt; preſent, and to core, yet cannot ſpeak one word ? 


-, Pol. © he's infallible ! why whar did you never hear of your ſecond-ſight 
men, four Dam® High-landers that tell Fortunes ? why you wou'd think the 
Dev1l in Hefl were in him, he ſpeiks ſo exatly. 14 
El. ] thought you. had faid he was Dumb ? 


bs . 


- Po), Right, but] am his Interpreter,' and when the fit comes *on him, he . 


blows through me like'a Trank,' and ſtrait 1 become his ſpeaking Trumpet. 
£0, Pray, SIr, way ndt t have my Fortune told me too? 
:..rÞo Ay = and there were#'thouſtind of you, he will run you*em over like 


"- 


;6@ when: 


BN ble yba when-you facez'd laſt, tell you when you wind laſt, 


-_ 


i-croſs-row, and gever miſs atittle ; he ſhaſttell ye his name that cry-: 


and. 


* F* oY 
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and- where you ſcratch'd laſt, and where you 'ſate 0' een — 

El, Pray lt him tell us then, for we are Siſters, our Tetapers and Condi- 
tions, whetlier married or unmarried, with all 'the lmpertinences thereunto 
belonging 

Pal. ll ſpeak to him Son of the Sun, and Emperor of the Stars —- 

Sr. A,, Ha, Ha——— 

Pol, Look ye, look ye, he's pleas'd totell you, but you mult go near him , 
for he muſt look in your hand, touch your Face, Breaſts, and where-ever elſe 
he pleaſes, 

['St. Andre makes Horns with both his hands, puts his Finger in bis Mouth and langhs)] 

Pol. In nomine domine Bomine. 1 proteſt 1 am contounded-, well Ladies I cowd 
not have-thought it had been in you, but *tis certainly true, and I muft out 
with it ; firſt he ſays, you are both married, you are both Libidinons beyond 
example, and your Husbands are the greateſt Cornutors in Chriſtendonr —» 


L P. 3 Indeed, 

, Pol. Ay, indeed, indeed and indeed ——He ſays you are couple a of Ae 
”a 's, and the Stews cannot ſatisfy you ; he ſays your thoughts are ſwell'd with 
a Carn »lity ; nay, nay you have the Green Sickneſs of the Soul, which runs 
upon nothing but weighing Stallions, churning Boars, and bellowing Bulls — 

L.P. O! I confeſs, I confeſs — * But for Heaven ſake, dear Sir — Let it 
not take Air, for then weare both undone. 

El. O! Undone, undone Sir, if our Hasbands-ſhou'd know it, for they are 
a couple of the Jealouſeſt, troubleſome, impertinent Cuckolds alive. T 

Pol. Alack ! Alack—O Jezabel! but I will haye my Eunuchs flingher from 
the Window and the Dogs ſhall eat her. 

_ Z.P, But, pray Sir, ask him how many times —— 

Pol. What, how many times you have Cuckolded-'em ? | 

El. Spare our Modeſty, you make the blood {0 fluſh in. our Faces, .. | ; 
4 Pl. Bnt by Jove Fl let it out, Pl] bold her WF the unrRe, and-ſtick her 

ke a Pig-—— 

L, P. Will you ſpeak to him, Sir? 

Pol See, he underſtands you | without it, he ſays your Iniquities-arei innu- 7 
- merable, your Fornications like the hairs of your head, and your Adulkteries 
like the Sands on the Sea-ſhore; that-you areail Fiſh downward ; : that” Loo's 
Wife is freſh to you, and that when you were little Girls of Seven your were- 
ſo wanton, your Mothers ty'd your hands behind, you ——- 

El. All this we confeſs to be true, but we canfeſs too, {if Fate had found 
out any ſort. of Tools but thoſe leaden Rogues our Hosbands, 

Z. P. Whoſe Wits are as dull as their Appetites - oh 

El. Mine ſuch a Utenſil, as is not fit to wedge-a Black. +, $65.4 

7.-#6 Nor mine the Beetle:to drive;him +; + | 

Sr, A. Nay:then,ftistime to-unddle and be: reveng'd. 619 

L. P, Heark you Strumpet ——* | 
El. 5 Ha, Ha, Ha, are you not fitted finely. 

L. P. > -> You: moſt turn Fortune-tollers, muſt you ? 


47 
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El, And think we cou ud ot know you ? | "EFF 
t 16a : F F 2 L, P. Wl 


_ 
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L. P. Well Gentlemen, ſhall homely Beck go down with you at laſt 
Pol. But didſt thou know me then indeed ? : 
L.P. As if that ſweet Voice of yours cou'd be diſguis'd in any ſhape. 
Fol. Nay, I confeſs I have'a whirl in my Voice, a warble that is particular —. 
El. And what fay you Sir, ſhall muſty Wife come into your Grace agen ? 
St, A. She ſhall, and here's my hand on't, all Friends 1Vel,, and when I leave 
thee agen, may1 be Cuckold in earneſt. ; | 
' Pol. Certain as I live, all this proceeded from his Lady, my dreaming Cuc. 
kold Wife cou'd never think owt ; well, I am reſoly'd this very night, when 
he Rambles in his ſleep, to watch him, flip to his Wife and ſay nothing. Hey /! 
Come, come, where are theſe Dancers, a little Diverſion, and then for Bed, 


Dance. 
Tour, (to El.) 1 have lock'd the YVidam in your Cloſet, who will be fare to 
watch your Husband's riſing, therefore be not furpriz?d — (Exit Tour, 


Sr. A. Come, well, let's away to Bed. El. And what then ? 
St. A. Nay, Gad that I can't tell, for what with Dancing, Singing, Fencing, 
and my laft-Dutcheſs, I am very Drow7zy. ADS 
Pol. And fo I am, perhaps our VVives have given us Opium, leſt we ſhou'd: 
diſturb %m in the night. EL Don't theſe Men deſerve to be fitted > 
Cel. They do, and Fortune grant they may — Hear us; ! hear ys good Hea-. 
ven, for we pray heartily.  __[Exeunt as Nemours and Marguerite Enter. 
Nem. Was ever Man ſo bleſt with ſuch poſſeſſion, 
Thou Ebbing, Flowing, *Raviſhing, Racking Joy 
A Skin ſo white'and foft, the yielding Mould ' 
Eets not the'Fingers ſtay vpon the dint, 
But from the beauteous Dimples flip '*em down 
'T o pleaſures that muſt be without a name. | 
Yet Hands, and Arms, and'Breaſts we may remember, 
And that which I love, 'no ſmelling Art, 
But ſweet nature, as juſt eping Violets, or op*ning Bads:. * 
Marg. Then yon do love me ? 
Nem. © ! I cou'd dye methinks this very hour, 
Bur for the luſcious hopes of thouſands more, 
And all like theſe, yet when I muſt go out, 
Lett be thus, with beauty laughing by me, - 
Songs, Entes and Canopies, while T Sacrifice 
To thee the laſt dear Ebhing drop of Love. 
But ſhow mp eohaarn j "Rk | 
Marg. No, you di le, you ſay the ſame thing to every one yon meet :: 
I thought once indeed to have fixt my Heart upon A. but Im off Ln and- . 
am reſolv'd you ſhall never-ſee me. PYEPr 
Nem. You dally, come, by all the kindneſs paſt. Marg; Swear then. 
Nem. What * JA&g. Never totouch-your dear Domeſtick.fhe, | 
That lives in Shades to all the World but me. © Fig 4.415847 
Do you gueſs I know you now ?.. a iben pt a FE. 
Nem. 1 do, and ſwear, but aretheſe equal Terms, that you ſhall never touch: - 


_ a Mapbut me? 


Op ; 
| Arg. , 


. Millions to one the Villain has been Whoring, 
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Marg. 1 will — But how can you convince me ? Oaths with you Libertines 
of Honour are to little purpoſe, _ | | 
Nem. But this muſt ſatisfie thee, there is more pleaſure in thee after Enjoy- 
ment, thanin her and all Womankind before it ; thou haſt Inſpiration, Ex- 
taſie, and Tranſport, all theſe bewitching Joys that make Men mad --—-— 
Marg. (Unmasking) And thou Villany, 'Treachery, Perjury, all thoſe Mon- 
ſtrous, Diabolical Arts,that ſeduceYoung Virgins from Innocent their homes, 
fet em on the High-way to Hell and Damnation. 
Nem. Ha | Ha! my Marguerite, ivt poſſible ? 
Marg. Call me not yours, nor think of me agen, 
I am convinc'd you're Traytors all alike, 
And from this hour renounce you Not but T'1l be reveng'd ; 
Yes, I will try the Joys of Life like you, Jo 
But not with Men of Quality, you Devils of Honour; 
No, I will fatisfie my Pride, Diſdain, Rage and Revenge more ſafely, 
By all the powers of Heaven and Earth I will; 
I'll change my loving, lying Tinſel Lord, 
For an obedient, wholeſome, drudging Fool. 
Nem. Why this will make thee better eaſie to both, 
Take you your Ramble, Madam, and 1'll take mine. 
But is't poſlible for one of your nice taſte to Bed a Fool ? 
Marg. To chooſe, to chooſe my Lord, 
A Fool ; now by my Will and pride of Heart, 


| There's Freedom, Fancy and Creation in't, 


He trickles to the Frown, and cries forgive me-; 
Beſides the moulding of him without bluſhing ; 
And what wou'd Woman more, now view the other, 
Your Man of Senſe, that raunts deſpotick Pow'r, 
That reels preciſely home at break of day, 
Thunders the Houſe, brains half 'the Family, | 
Cries, where's my Whore, what will ſhe Stew till Doomſday'? 
When ſhe appears, end kindly goes to help him, 
Roars out, A Shop, a walking-ſhop of Scents, "FIR 
Flavours of Phyſick, and the clammy Bath, YER 
Theſtench of Orange-flow'rs, the Devil Palvilio ; 
Theſe, theſe, he cries, are the Bleſt Husband's Joys ! 

Nem. 1 ſwear moſt natural and unaffeted—Ha / Ha— 

Marg. But if he chance to uſe her civilly, | 
Take heed, there's covert-malice in his Smiles, Y 


Andcomes to try Experiments on her, 
Beſides a thouſand under Plots and Croſſes, ERIN 


' Preſcribing ſilence ſtil} where'*er he comes, - 


- 


.No chat, he cries, of Colours Points or Faſhions; 
Nem. Preach on Divine, Ha! Ha——— 


Marg. Let me not hear yor ask my fickly Lady; *- _.. 
Whether ſhe found Obſtrutions at the Waters, New. Fye, that's Obſcene— 
. T | . | . , Rb : I . 1 farg : 
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Ffarg, Thus Danins the Aﬀetation of our Prattle, 
And ſwears he'l Gag the Clack, or what is worſe, New. Nay, hold —» 
' Marg, Send for the new-found Lock —— DNem, Wnat mad — 
Marg. Do Villain, Traytor— , 
Contfive this miſchief if thou can'ſt, for me, _ 
Send thou the Padlock, hut [11 find the Key. | (Exit, 
Nem. W hir goes the Partridge on the purring Wing —— | 
Yer when I ſee my time 1 muſt recal her, | . 
tor ſhe has admirab'e things in her, ſuch as if I gain not, the Princeſs of Cleve 
may'fix me to her, withour navſeating the Vice of Conſtancy = Ha! Bellamore, 
Enter Bellamore, 
What News, my Dear, Ha-- Haſt thou found her-? Spgak. Bell. 1 have, 
Nem. Where, how, when and by what means ? 
Bell. After 1 had enquired after the Prince's Health, 
Lisk'd a Woman of his Lady, who told me, 
She was retired into the great Bower in the Garden. 
Nem. The very place where firſt Law and lov*d her, 
When after I had ſav'd the Prince's Life, | N 
He brought me late one ev'ning to the view, 
1 ere Love and Friendſhip firit began 
My Love remains and Friendſhip, as 
Much as Man can have for his Cuckold 
Nay, I know not that Man upon Earth I love ſo well, or cou'd take ſo much 
from, as this hopeful Prince of Cleve= Didſt thou ſee her in-the Garden— 
Pell. My Lord, 1did, where ſhe appear'd like her that gave Afcon Horng 
with all her Nymwphs aboat her, buſie intying Knots which ſh- took from Bas: 
kets 6f Ribbonsthat they brought her ; and methought ſhe ti'd and unti'd *em 
ſo prettily,as if ſhe had been at Croſs Queſtions, or knew not what ſhe did, her 
Face, her Neck and Arms quite bare —— AT Jy 
Nem. No more, if I' live PII ſee her to night, for the Heroick Vein comes 
upon me— Death and the Devil, what ſhall become of. the back-ſtair .Lady 
then—Heark thee Bellamore, take this Key : doſt thou hear Rogue? goto $r, 
Andre's Houle, throvgh the Garden up: the back-ſtairs, puſh open the door and 
be bleſt Hell ! can't I be in two places at once ? Heark thee, give her this, and 
- this, and this, and when thowbiteſt her with a | Jartung blow, ſigh out Nemours. 
E ' 


Bell, V1 do't— -.- Enter the Princeof. Cleve. 4 | 
Nem. Go to Tournon for the reſt, ſhe'll inſtrutt thee in the Management :. A- 
way. | 


- CExu Bell, 
Ha / he comes vp but ſlowly, yet he-ſees me, | 
Perhaps he's Jealous, why then P'm Jealous. too, | 
Hypocriſie and Softneſs, with all the Arts of Woman, Tip wy Tongye, 
P.C, 1 come, my Lord, to ask if. you. love me.. | 

Nem, Love thee, my Cleve! by:Beaven,.e're yet ſaw thee, 
_ Thus were my prayers ſtill offered to the Fates, 
If I muſt chooſe a Friend, Grant:zme.ye Powers | 
The Man-Iloyo may-ſeize my Heatrt-ab once, 
Guide him the perie& temper of your ſelves, 


With 


\ 
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With ev'ry manly Grace and ſhining Virtue ; 

Add yet the bloom of Beauty to his Youth, 

That I may makea Miſtreſs of him too... P,C., O Heav'n! 
Nem. T hat at firſt view our Souls may kindle, 

And like too Tapers kindly mix their Beams ; 

I knelt, and prayd, and wept for ſuch a Bleſſing, 

And they-return'd me more than Icou'd ask, 

All that was Goodor Great or Juſt in thee. 

P.-C. You ſay you love me, I muſt make the proof, 

For you have brought it to adoubt— Mem. In what? 

 P.C. In this; you have.not given me all your Heart, 

Yon-muſe of late, ev*n on-my. Bridal day, 

I ſaw you ſit with atoo thoughtful brow, 

You ſigh'd and hung your head upon your hand : 

Nay, in the midſt of Laughter 

You ſtarted, bluſh'd and cry'd; it was wondrous well, 

And yet you knew not what—Speak like a Friend, 

W hat is the cauſe my Lord ? | 
Nem. Shall I deal plainly with you ? Pm not well, 

P. C. 1 do believe it, how hap'ned the Diſtemper ? 
Nem. It is too deep to ſearch, nor canl1 tell you, 
P. C. Then-you are no Friend. 

Shou'd Cleve thus.anſwer to Nemours, I cannot : 

S3y rather that you will truſt a Man 

You do not love, Nem. By Heavy'n I do, 

P, C. By Heaven you do ? Yet 'tis too deep to ſearch 

For ſach a ſhallow Friend. Nem. Ot all mankind 

You ought not—- P. C. Nay thereſt; MNem: It is not fit. 

Be ſatisfied PII bear it tomy Grave whate'er it be. 

P.C. You are in Love my Lord, 

And if you do not Swear—But where's the need ? 

You ſtart, you change, you are another Man, 

You bluſh, you're all conſtraint, you turn.away. 

Nem. Why take itthen ; *tis true Iam in Love; 

In Torture, Racks, in all the Hells of Love;. 

Of hopeleſs, reſtleſs, and eternal Love, | | 
P.C. Her name my Lord, Nem. Her namemy Lord toyou? 
P,C. To me Confuſion, Plagues and Death upon me, 

Why not to me ? and wherefore did you fay, 

Of all Mankind I ought not—There you 

But wou'd have ſaid ——To pry. into this buſineſs — 

Yet you to eaſe the troubles, off my Soul, - 

By all our Friendſhip, by the Life thou gaviſtme, 

I do conjure thee, thunder in-my/Ears, 

*Tis Chartres that thou Jov'ſt, ; hartres my Wife, 

Nem. Your Wife my Lord ?- ; | 
P,C. My Wife, my Lotd ; and I muſt have you own it. . 


a 
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Nem: L will not tell you, Sir, who*tls [ Love, 
Yet think me not fo baſe, were it your Wife, 
hat all the ſubtleſt Wit.of Earth or-Hell 

Shou'd make me vent a Secret of that nature 
To any Man on Earth, much leſsto you. 

P,C. Yet you cou 'd baſely telLit tothe Y3dam, 
And he to all the Court - But 1 waſte time, 
By all the boiling Venom of my Paſſion, 

Fli make you own it &er we part Diſpatch, 
Say thou haſt Whor'd my Wife, Damnation on me, 
Pronounce me Cuckold. 

Nem. But then I give my ſelf the .Lye, | 
W ho told you but juſt before, I wou'd not ſpeak; 

Tho I had done it — Which I ſwear I have NOt mon 
Beſide, I fear you are going mad, 

 P.C. Drawthen and make itup, 

For if thou doſt not own what I demand, 

What you both know and have complotted on me, 
Tho neither will confeſs, 1 ſwear-agen, 

That one of us muſt fall, New. Then 1 take my Life. 

P, C. I will, by Heav'n, if thou refuſe me Juftice; 
Draw then, for if thon Joſt not, [ will kill thee, 

And tell my Wife thou baſely didſt confeſs 
Thy Guilt at laſt, in hopes to ſave thy Life. - 

Nem. That is a blaſt indeed, that Honour ſhrinks at, 
Therefore I draw, but Oh ! but witneſs Heaven, 

With ſuch a trembling hand and bleeding Heart, 

As if I were to fight againſt myFather, -, 

Therefore 1 beg thee by the name of Friend, 

Which once with half this Suit wou'd have difſoly'd thee ; 
I beg thee, gentle Cleve, to hold thy hand. 

P.C. I'm Deaf as Death, that calls for:one or both, 

Nem. Thengiveit.me, Iarm thy hand agen, . | 

=— my Heart, againſt this Heart that loves thee ; 

ſ then, for by the Blood that bears ry Life, 
Thou ſhalt not know the name of her I love , 
Not but 1 ſwear upon the point of ' Death 
Your Wife's as clear from:me as Heav'n Tt made her. 

P. C. No more my Lord, you're given-me twice my Life, ' 

Nem. Are you not hurt P. C. Alas; 'tis not ſo well, 
I have no wound bat that which Honour makes, 

And yet there's ſomethin oo upon my Heart, 
I hope *tis Death, and I ſhallſhortly pay. you, 
With Chartres love, fFor-you deforve 1 her. bettors - 

- Nem. No Sir, you ſhall not; yoo ſhall-live wy Lood,". 
And long enjoy your beauteous virtnous Bride; 

You dear Prince, why are you then fo: cold? 


Cleve is diſarn» 
ours 
gives him bis 
Sword agen« 


F.C 


| - --- P.C; 1 canpot ſpeak—Bwgthus, and thus, there's ſomething riſes here. 
-* -*- 'Nem.. FI wait yon home, nay, ſhake theſe drops away, | 
And bang; upon my arin— _ .P. C. I willdo any thing, _*. 
$0 you-W1ll-promiſe never'toupbraid me, ;, New. I ſwear I will not. 
P.' C, But will-you love me tooas formerly ? 
Nem.- 1ſwear far mare then ever! - | 
P. C.. Thou knowſt-wy nature's ſoft, yet Oh ſuch loye ! 
Such loveas mine, and injur'd as1 thought, 7 
Wou'd Spleen the Gaul-leſs Turtle; wou'd it not ? - 
Nem. | wou'd by Hear'n— You make a Woman. of me, (Weeping. 
P.C Why any thing thou ſayſt ro humour me, | 
Yet it-is kind, and Emuſttovethefe Tears, 
1-hopemy heart will break; * arid thenwe'reev'n , 
Yet if this cruel Love thy Cleve ſhov'd kill, | 
Remember after death thou 1oy'ſt me ſtill. " (Extunt. 


| Enter Tournon with the:V idam. | 
Tour. 02 let that corner be, your Poſt,” and as ſoon as ever you Tee Sr. Andre 
ome ſtalking in his Dream, flip to his Lady, and when you have a-- 
greed upon the Writings, I'll be ready to bring you off with a Witneſs — * 
Vid. Thou dear obliging te - F 
Toux, No-more o that ; away, mark (but how eaſily thoſe that are gifted 
_ with Diſcretion bring things about ;} in the name of Goodneſs let Men and 
Women have their Risks, but ſtillbe careful of the Main—Here's a hot-head- 
ed Lord goes mad for a prating'Girl, Treats her, Preſents her, Flames for 
her, Dies for her, till the Fool complies for pure Love, and when the bus'neſs 
fails, is forc'd to live at laſt by the Loye of his Footrnan z but ſhe that makes 
a frm Bargain, is commonly ip c/o a great Soul, for my Lord having conſi- 
dered on't, thinks her a Perſon of depth, and ſo reſolves to, have it out- of her 
-— But why do talk ſo my ſelf, when' th . ſomething to do, certainly 1 
ſhou'd have made/a rare Speaker in a Parliament of Women, or a notable Head 
to.a Female Jury, when his Lordſhip gravely puts the queſtion, whitherjt be 
| Satis-Or Non Satis or NunquamSatis, and we bring it in [gnoramw —— Ha ! byt 
who.comes here ? I muſt attend for-Bellamore. | 
ert3,44 Enter Poltrot, Celia over-bearing. 
_ Pol. My Wife and I went to Bed-together, and vi warrant full ſhe was of 
ExpeRation, ſo white and clean, and much inclin'd to laugh, and lay at her 
| lehgth, as who wou'd fay, come eat me, | 
. Cel. Said ſhe ſo ſweet Sir ? _ Pol. Not a bit by the Lord, not I; not J— 
- Cel; Alas'! nice Gentleman.  - | | | 
. Pol. +A Farmer ;wou'd: fay this was barbarouſly done, becauſe he loves Beef— 
But 1:have Plover in:reſerve—Ha ! Se, Andre, heark, | hear him buſtle, O 
_ Lord! how my heart goes pit a pat !. nay, 1 dreamt laſt night Enter St An- 
1 wasGelt—"Tis he,'tis he,by the twylight I ſee him—Ay,now dren hs ſleep, 
the politick head goes, it ſhall branch by and by—What was The Vidam 
that ſtop for, there's neither Gate-nor Sti ah hea way ; NOW - goes in— 
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by that ſudden ftretch,. he ſeems as if he woul-take a jump, or pradice on 
the High rope; O your humble Servant Sir, Pl! but do a little bus'nefs for you 
and be with you agen.. Nay, look you Sir,. I have as many Bobs as Democr;- 
tus When-he cry'd Poor Jack — There's more pride in a Puritant's Band; ſhort 
Hair, and Cap pinch'd; than under a Kings Crown, Poor. Jack, Citizens, 
Citizens, look to your Wives, the Courtiers come, look to'em\, they'll do 
*em, look to em, they/1l do *em; Poor Jack —<—- | 


Sr., A. Ha! Ha ! Yow'll tickle me to death Nay, ——- 
Your Miſtreſs will hear us —— Thon art the wantoneſt Rogue ———- 
Enter Tournon with Bellamore. ''# 


k 
Tour. Madan, Cel. Here's —-- | | 
Tour, Here's a Thief I took in your -Chamber —— _ © | 
Bell, Ah Madam / retire for amoment, and I'll make you the whole Con- 
feſſion, | 
Cel. Confeſs and you know what follows, however I am reſolved to hear 


what you can ſay. for your ſelf | | (Exeunt: 
St. A. Nay Piſh, nay Fie, ſweet heart—But PII kiſs you if I can ; 

I did not take you for tobe fuch a kind-of Man [Re-enter Poltrot.. 

Bur 111 gocall my. Mother as loud as I can cry, Ft Þ | 

Why Mother, Mother, Mother, ont -up6n you, Fye. . 


Pol.. O Lord! OLord.! I had like-to have trod upon-a Serpent that wou'd - 
have bit me to death, I went to take up the Cloths-as gently- as 1 cou'd for 
my Lite, when a great-huge hoarſe voice flew in my Face, with Damype you 
Son of a Whore, I'll cut. your Throat ; you may gueſs I withdrew, for of my 
Conſcience the Fright had almoſt made merunclean; but I'll tomy own Spouſe, 
and if the Lord be. pleas'd to bring me off fafe this bout, PII never go-a Cuc- 
ko'd-making agen while my Eyes are open. 41 '- CEx#t. 

Sr, 4. Heark, my Wife's coming up Stairs= Help vp with my Breeches ;_ 
ſo, ſo, ſmooth the Bed—=What dam'd Lnck's this—So, falla Rubbingtheroom 
2gen— Heark you Wife, Celia has been upon the hunt for you all this day, 
ſhe's below in the Garden, go, go, we'll kiſs when you come: back —— Now? 
Sifrah,. now you Rogue, ſhe's gone, come, come, loſe not Jour opportunity, PIt- 
keep on my Breeches for fear- Ay? No, no, not upon the Bed, 'Piſh, a- 


' _gainlt The back of this Chair— Won't-- How can you tell —Try-- Fl buy thee 


* Plagues © 


a new Gowy, and a Fan,. anda lac d'Petticoat, and pay.thee double Wages ; 
O ! thou dear pretty ſoft ſweet wriggling Rogne, 'what . woud'ſt thon dodge 
me, Gad but Fllhave thee, Gad but PN catch thee; Ay, and have at thee a- . 
gen and agen, . - | 1 21,20, (Exit. Re-enter Poltrot.s. 
Pol. Was ever Man of honour thas unfertunately met with ? I went into 
my Chamber and trod as ſoftly as a half-Rarv'd Mouſe, for tear- of waki 
-my Ear, whencoming cloſe to my Beq-lide, methought at rock'd to'and fro 
like agreat Cradle, and theCloaths heav'd as if ſome Beaſt lay blowing there 
— But the Beaſt was by the Bed-ſide it ſeems— Yes, 19am, and we dogg->; 
it, as bag fodwhing asF&er was grafted —I heard my beloved Wife too— | 
" Egypt on her—Speak io lovingly and-angrily together— Nay, pri- 


= 


thee> my Dear—Nay, now. you are tirelome-- 1 ſhall be ashan?d-ro' look | 
- you inthe Face agen ! VVhy, how will” She Jook upon: me-then ? Q Lord vr 
4. | Ev | o» | ord— 
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© Lord What ſhell 1 do-? ſhall1 tarp thus like a Cuckoldly Son of a Whote, With tay Horns 
Ja my Pocket and not be reveng'd : G 


Enter Sr. Andre 
But here comes as very a Cuckcld as my ſclf, Iam reſolved to wake him, and we'll fall upon *em 
rogether — Allo, St. Andre, St. Andre, 

St A. Titi "tis im- im—im— poſſible I-I-1 ſhou'd be the Man, Fo-Fo-For I cannot ſpeak 
a plain word. Pol. You're a Cuckold,aCuckold, « Cuckold. 

Ss, A. Why lo-lo-look you, I faid it co-co-cou'd not be me, for Sig, Tall the World kno vs 
I am no Cu-Cu-Cuckold. > >, | 

Pol. Wake, wake, I ſay, or T'!l ſhake the Benes out cf your body, your Horns are a grow- 
ing, your Bed is a going, your Heifer's a Plowing. ” 


St. A. Why glct her Plo-Plo Plow on, if the Se.SerSced be welt Sown, we ſhall have a gpod | 


Cro-Crop —-— 


Pol, Worſe and worſe, whyvlewdirwrth roar out directly. and raiſe the Neighbours — Help | 


Ho, Help? Murder / Murder! Fite* "Fire + Fire? Cuckoldom + Cuckoldom ! Thieves ! Mur- 
der! Rapes / Cuckoldom !. 

Enter the Vidam- and 'Bellamore. The Vidam comes #þ to Poitrot; ſhuts off « Piftol, St. Andre 
and Polcrot fall diwn together ——— Tournon enters with the Ladies ——» Tournon leads off the 
Vidam and Bellamore, 

Cel. Thieves! Thieves! Ho ! Zagues | Pedro———Thyma—— 

El. Thieves | Thieves ————— Wike | wake | my Lord. 

St. A. Waking ] Why, what the Devil's the magter.? where am 1. ? 

El. O! you'll never leaye this ill habit.of walkingin your ficep ——— ?Tis a Mercy we had 
not all been Mufder'd — You went down1n your Shirt, Sir, open'd the Doo, and let in Rogues 
chat had like to have cur all our Throats—— Bat for the Future'T am reſolved torye you to me 
with' the Bed Cord, rather than endure this—— Sr. A, Where's Poltrot ? | 

Cel. Murder'd Sir, here ! here ! here ! one of :the Villains di 'd a Piftoljuſt in his Belly — 

a hot ia the Gurs ! Lord ble..us-! hexe Thom. a light '_ light ! light | ſhot in the 

' Guts (v) . PE. « | 
- Pol. D ! Oh—Lower, lower, lower — Feel, feel, ſearch me, lower, lower. 

St" A. Cold hereabouts——— Ler's' year him to his Bed, and fend for a Surgeon —— 

Pol. Softly | ſoftly, ſefrly—— Come not near me Crocodil ; Oh-! Oh— | 

St. A- Unhappy chance, no where but juſt in theWuts ? 

Pal, Yes, yes, yes, in the Head roo, in the Head Man, in the Head: Nay, and le: ms tell 
you , you had beſt ſearch your own, bur bear me off ar 1 ſhall Swoon, 1 feel fomerhing 
rrickle, trickle iy my Breeches 3 Oh ! Oh ! Oh ! : us (Exeun:. 


- 


SCENE. IIL 


| 4 eg Nemours Pedro lit ning. wv N 
. Nem. A Lafs ! Poor Prince, I proteſt the violeni*®&fhis paſſion has caſthim in a Fever, he dies 


hang (elf 
ly, clear 


were the graveſt of *em in my condition, and tiouge t ir-{þduv'd never be known, they wou'd 


rouze up the Spirit, caſt che dapper Cloak, 4eave &f rheir humming .agd haing, and fa'l too like 
a Man of Honour, | | (Ext. 
Peg, Il face him till be cucers the Bower, andthen call my Lord, SRL r 
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. SCENE, The Bower, Lights, Song. y xety” 
The Princeſs of Cleve, Irene. FR 
S O N G, Eb FX io 1% ap? 


| boy's Selina, Innocent and Free, | 
From all the dangerous Arts of Love, 
Thus in a Melancholy Grove rn 0 
Enjoy'd the fink her Privacy, . 
Till th' envious Gods deſigning to undo her, 
Difpatcht the Swain, not unlike them, to wo her : 
Ht was not long &'re the deſign did take, 
A 'gentleTouth born to p ab. 
Deceiv'd the too too eaſie Maid ; 
Her Scrip and Garlands ſoon ſhe did forſake, 
And raſbly rold"the Secrets of her Heart, - 
"Which the fond Man would evermore impart. 5 
Falſe Florimel, Joy of my Heart, ſaid (be, 
*T is bard to Love and Love in vain, 
To Love and not be Lov*d again, *. | 
And why ſhou'd Love and Prudence diſagree * 
Pity ye powers that ſit at eaſe abowe, 
If ter you knew what 'tis to be in Love. 


Princ, C: Alas ! Irene, Ido believe Nemours 
The Man thou repreſents him.; yet, Oh ! Heav'n, 
And Oh my Heart ! in ſpite of. my*refolves, _ | 
Spire of thoſe matchleſs Virtues of my Husband, | , . 

'T Love the Man my reaſon bids me hate: n 
Yet grant me fome few hours ye Saints to liye, 
Tha: T may try what Innocence ſo Arm'd. |, 
As mine, with vows, can do in ſuch a cauſe ! 
The War's begun, the War of Love aad Yertue, 


And I am fixtro c 09-00, Ohy: I De ; . i 
*- . en, Your Fate is hard, and ſince you henour'd me | | ; X We 
. With the important Secxer of your Lite, ; 
Pve labour'd for the Remedy of Love. 4 COLES Se 
Princ, C, 1. muſt to Bath own thee my. better Angel,. bY, 200 
Thou know'ſt the ſtryglings of my wounded Soul, | . 


Haſt ſeen me ſtrive againſt this. lawleſs Paſſion, 
Till I have lain like Slaves upon the Wrack, 
My Veins half burſt, my weary Eye-balls fixt, 
. My Brews altcover'd with big drops of Sweat, - net 
.. Which ſtrangling Grief wrung from my tortur'd Brain. | W 
| tren. Alas, [ weepro ſe you 5 a4 J 44 FE 1; 
.- / Privc. C, Thou haft heard me curſe the hour, when. firſt 1 ſaw: ” ae Bile Ma 
” The Fatal charming Face of lov'd Nemours, oI4S wad wag 
 Haft heard. rhe Death-Bed-Counſel of my Mother. TE Ins: As 
1, 2 eoprkong is ob vixen my _, F P | 9" | 


: 4 , * ' ” af, 4 
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Tlove Nemanrs, I languiſh for Nemours, | 
And when I think to baniſh him my Breaſt, 
My Heart rebels, I feel.a porging pain 
That choaks me up, tremblings from Head to Foot ; 
A ſhog of Blood and Spirits, Mad-mens Fears, 
Convyulſions, gnawing Griefs and angry Tears. 

Enter Nemours, _ 

Ha / but behold —My Lord —— : 

Nem, O.! Pardon me, fpare me a minute's ſpace and I am-gone. 

Princ.C. Is this a time, Sir? MNem. O! I muſt ſpeak or dye. 

Princ, C. w_ then, er thus Preſume to violate 
The Honour of your Friend, your own and mine 

Nem, Yet hear me,and I ſwear by all things Sacred, 

Never to og” vas won ak 
'_ Prin. C. — £ep your word. 

P. C. Hortons and Death ! f 
 Nem, Did you but know what tis to love like me, 
Without a-dawn of Bliſs to dream all day, 
To paſs the night in broken ſleeps away, - 
Toſs'd in the reſtleſs tides of Hopes and Fears. 
With Eyes for ever A with Tears ; 
To l-ave my Couch, and fly to Beds of Flowr's,. - : 
T' invoke the Stars, to curſe me Craggng death, | | 
To talk like Mad-men to the Groves and Bow*rs. 
Cou'd you know this, yet blame my torrur'd Love, 
Tf thus it throws my Body at your Feet : Oh! fly not hence 3 
Vouchſafe but juſt ro view me in deſpair,” 
I ask not Love,- but Pity from the Fair. 

. Princ. C. O Heavens ! inſpire my Heart. 

Nem, The Heavenly Powers . © 043 he © 
Accept the Sacrifice we bring, | CIC: 
A $hve to-them's welcome as a King. 
Behold a Slaye that Glories in your Chains, 

Ah! with ſome ſkew of Mercy view my Pains ;, 
Your peircing Eyes have made their ſplendid way, 
Where Lightning cou'd not paſs ———— 
Even through my Soul their ed Luſtre geos, 
And Sacred ſmart upon my ſpirit throws ; 
Yet I your wounds with as much Zeal defire, 
As Sinners that wou'd paſs to Bliſs through Fire. 
Yes, Madam, I muſt love you to my Death, 
Flt figh your name with my laſt gaſp of - bscath. 
Princ. C. No more, I have yau, Sir,as you defir'd; - 


Enter the Prince of Cleve.. 
Reply not, but withdraw, if poſſible ;_ - | 
aged penny Lag Sends ogra : PDE 6 
Be gone © c , . . Nem 
PC. Excel Woman, and Oh ehies Frien?, 
' Love, Friendſhip, Honour, Poiſon, Daggers, Death, .. A + a 


Princ. C. O Heaven ! Irene, help ! help the 
My deareſt Cleve, wake from this dream of d 
And hear me ſpeak— . 

P. C. Curſe on my diſpoſition, _ 
That thus permits me bear the Wounds 6f Honour ! 

And Oh! thou fooliſh, gentle, Love-fick Heart, 
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P-C,-I do crnitreit thee leave me, ' PII 
I'm bound for Death my ſelf, and I wou'd make | 

My paſſage eafie, if you wou'd pertnit me : 

All chat T ask thee for the Heart I gave thee 

And for the Life I love in thy behalf, 

Is, that thou won'dfſt leave meto- my felf a while, 

And this honeſt Friend 

Princ, C, I wou'd —_ ; | 
Bur cannot ſtir - I know, 1 khow-my Lord; | - '. , 

You think that 1 deſign'd to meer Nemours © 
This Night, but by the Powers above I Swear. 

P. C. O! do not Swear, for Chartrescredii- me, - 
There is a Power that cat and will revenge ; | bog | - 
Therefore dear Soul, for I muſt love thee {t-11, Bp 
If thou wilt ſpeak, confeſs, repent thy fault, 

And thou. perhaps, may '|t find a door of ' Mercy 

For me; by all my hopes of Heaven, I ſwear 
I freely now forgive thee — Oh ! my Hearr 
Pedro, thy Arm, let me to Bed = 

Princ, C. And do youthen refuſe my help? 

P. C. In honour Chartres, after 'ſnch a full, | 
I ought not to permit that thou ſhow touch'me —- + 7 

Princ. C. But Sir, I will, your.arm| : Fil hold you all” 
Thus in the cloſeſt ſtriſteſt deareſt Glaſps ; Tiga. 
Nor ſhall you die believing my Diſhonour, 

I ſwear I. knew not of Nemows his coming,. 

Nor had I ſpoke thoſe words which yet were guilcle(s, 

_ Had he not vow'd never to ſee me'mors, : 

By our firſt Meeting, by our Nuptial Joys, 

By my dead Mother's Ghoſt, by your own Spirit, 

Which, Oh ! I fear is taking leaye for ever, 

I ſwear that this is true 

P.C, Idobclicve thee; . 

Thou haſt ſuch Power, ſach Charms in thoſe dear Lips, 

As might perſwade me that I am not dying. - 

Off Ped-v, by my moſt untimely Fate | 

I ſwear — I'm reconcil'd ; and heark thee Cleve, 

If thou doſt Marry, Ha! I cannot ſpeak, RESLES | 
Away to Bed yet love my Memory Bag : 4 | « 

/ Princ. C. To Bed, and muſt we part chen ? SET of | 

P.C.' 0! we muſt -—— —- | : O 
Were I to live I ſhou'd not ſee thee more ———- - 
 Burfince I amdying, by this kiſs I beg thee, 

Nay, I command thee part, be gone and-teave'me. . | 
Princ, C. 1 go,a ve thee this Farewel Prayer behind me. ©: 
For me, if all I've ſaid be not moſt true, 6's Ps 4% 20 
True as chou think'ſt-me Falſe, all Curfes'on:me ! 
The Whips of Conſcience, and the Stings of Bleaſute, 
Soars and Diſterpers, Piſappointments-plague me 3 
May all my life be one continued Tormang, - + - + 
And that more Racking than a Women's Labour ;3- * 
In meeting Death may my leaſt Trouble be - | 
As great as now my parting is with thee... | > 1p + \ (Exount feverally. 
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ACT V. SCENE I 
| Poltrot, Bellamore. 


Bell, g\ Ome, -come, take her into Grace agen, 'rwas but 2 ſlip, 


Pal. Take her into Grace agen? —Why ſurg you wou'd have her. bring me to that 


paſs fhedid in England, wherr my Lord Hairbrain us'd to keep me. in awe, ſtand biring my Lips, 
twiſting. my Hat, playing with my Thumbs while they were at ir, and 1 durſt not look nd 
me. Bell. Meer Jealouſic, you fay your ſelf you ſaw novng. 

Pol. No Sir, I thank you, I had more care of my Throat ; neither is this the firſtFault ; for once 
upon a time, a little while after we were Married,at, London—a Pox 0' that Cuckolding Trqan Race; 

' ſhe was tlkivg tome one day out of her Window more pleplancly than agryyri ated 
with her Head and Body wotid'rous prettily— Burting at me like a little Goar, white I'butted at her 
gen, { being glad to find her in ſo good'a humour, whardid I Sir, but flole away, and. came - 

ofrly -nhenck ſtairs, thinking to cry Bo——But Oh ! Lord—How was I Thunder-ftruck, 
to find my Lord Aairbrain there all in a Sweat — Kifling and Smacking, Puffing and Blowing ſe 
hard, you wou'd have ſworn they had been ar Hot-cockley——— 

Bell. A little Familiar perhaps, things of Cuſtom ———— ; 

Pol. Ay Sir, Kiſs my Wife and welcome, but for the Zeal in her ſhogging and butting —— 
Nalj me tangere | cry Fam ſure jr ran in my Imagination, 1 have been Horn-mad ever” 
Gnce Therefore ſpare your Pains, for 1 am refblute, | 
| Beb, See where ſhe by I PWOTPLY LIK let me ad- 

el, See where ſhe co my Lord——But yoy are reſolve ay TLOWCVeT, (CT Me A 
viſe you, have a care of Li het eſperate. ; =2 (Bait, 

Pol, Deſperate—— Damn het, Polluter of my fheets ——— Damn her- 

Seek, Celia, not to ſhun me, for where'er you fly, 

Fl! follow — hang upon thy knees and dye. 

Poltrpt, behold — Ah ! canſt thou ſee me kneel, 

And yet no Bowels of Compaſſion fee! ? 

Why doſt thoa bluſter by me like a Storm, _. 

And ruffle into Frowns that Godtike Form ? | 

Why doſt rhou turraway thoſe Eyes of thine, 

In-which Loye's and its conqueſts ſhine ? 

Cel; What is this ing call'd Woman ? ſhe 1s worſe 

Than all Ingredients ram'd into a Curſe, 

Were ſhe a Witch, a Bawd, 'a Noſeleſs Whore, 

1 cou'd forgive her, ſo ſhe were no more: 


The Devil, and be the Damning of us. all. 
Cel. Yet Honour bids you fink with her you call 
So foul, whoſe Frailties you 400- nam'd ; 
Like Adam you ſhou'd chooſe with her to fall, 
pan ee ne Rn 
Pel. No, by they ſelf, and all alone be curſt, 
And by, the Winds thy Venom duſt behyfl'd 3. 
For thoy'rs.a Sexpenr equal co the firſt, | - 
_ And haſt the will to damn another World- : | | 
Cel. But am 1 not thy Wife 2 Let that ataftie=—— 
Pol. My Dear Damn'd Wife, & do confeſs the art . | 
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Fleſh of my Fleſh, and Bone too of TY Bone, | 

Wou'd mine had all been broke whea firſt rhou wert. | 


Cel, Why then I'll cringe no longer, heark you. Sir, leave off your ſwelling and frowning, anq 
awkard ambling, and tell me in fine, whicher you'll be reconciled gr,no, for I'm reſolved to ſtoop 
-no- longer to-an wpgateful} Perſon. © *- x —j 

'Pol. To your Husbandy- to your Head; ro your Lord ard Maſter, you will nor, Goodey Bath. 
ſhebe, but. you cou'd ſtoop your Swines Fleſh laſt nighr, " cou'd, to your Rank Bravado, that 
wou'd have ſtruck his Tusks.1n. my Guts ; he had you with a Beck, a Snorr, bay, o' my Confei- 
ence thou wou'dſt not give him;time to ſpeak,} byr hunch'd hirq on rhe fide like 2 full-Acorn'd Roar, 
cry'd Oh | and mounted — - + 57 

Cel. Are you reſoly'd then, never to taks me into Grace agen for one ſlip ? 

Pol. No, Fm the Sonof a Carted Bawdif Ido; a flip do you call ur? what, when 1 heard 
the Bed crack with the Vo on En nam Nos I will atgend the Judge, of my own Cauſe, 
proceed to Condemnation, and baniſh thee fat, cyer t he Confiaes of - our :Benevolenge <— 

:{F- Cel, Whar here, 'before tht Vidam here? 1 1. ; WAA ile 
,” | Po: Yes, Impudence, before the Vidam and the Duke Nemaurs 3/nays to thy extrnal} Confuſion 
I will poſt thee in the Market place 3 but frit I'll find out St. Andre, and-rell hirk' ther whele mat- 
- ter, that he may know too whara Ram his bleſſed Ewe has made him, andthe) —=—— 


Cel. Andthen I'll have your Throat cur, ; ; wk 
- Pol. Ha! Tygreſs, cutmy Throat ! why thou ſhe-Bear ! thou Dam of Lyons Whelps, thou 
Cormorint of Cormorants, why what wilt thou devour me, Harns and all 2-5 | - 

. * © Cel. He that miſs'd'your Gurs inthe dark, tike better aim v#- your Gullet by day-lighe ; 
nay; xo thyTerror of Heart be it known, thou Monſter of i!) nature; if I wou'd have-conſented laſt 
pight-to have run his Fortane, which is no ſraall one, he_wou'd have murder'd theel'in thy Bed, 

Bo for T heard him ſpeak theſe very words, ' Let himlye, In Mortuie——(0F in limbo« Patric 

\ Where 1 muſt have pray'd for that unthianikſal Soul, or thou wou'dſt have been Daian'd to all E- 

rernity, dying ſuddenly and without, Repentance ——-— — | 4 

-— Pdl. O Lord ! O Lord! In Afortuib, & 7n limbo aber, what, to be toſs'd on burning pitch- 
forks'tor my fins; why, what a Bloody minded Soff of a Be/tal is this ? 4 

- © Cel. In fine,, fince you will have the tfuth, he has long had a defign upon both our Bodies, to 

Raviſh mine, and rip open yours. © es rk hob | | 
Pol. Why then he's aCamibal 3' Lord ! Lord! Lord ! Lord! hat pleaſure can-it be'to 
any man rip me 'open ? ro Raviſh thee indeed, there's fome Senſe in that———— But there's 
none inrippingme open 3 why this is ſuch a. Brutiſh Cruelcy - — | 

Cel.. Rogue, and ſo I told him——— Therefore when he found that nothing cou'd make me 

4, -conſent ro.your Murder, he ſwore, and caught me by the hair, if I ſtir'd, .or made the leaſt noiſc 
| he'wou'd Murder us all, ſet the Houſe o' Fire, and ſo leave us to our ſelves once”. | 

- Pol. And ſo thou wert forc'd to conſent ; why then by this Kiſs, I ſwear from my'Soul, which 

ight have been Damn'd as thou ſayſt; burfor thee, I forgive thee— And what was he that Cuckol- 

ded St. Andre, fach another Mephoſtophilus as this too # . LET | 


[ Earth agen—=-W hy; they look | 


»A 
«4: 


* Cel, O! m+Dear, there are not ſuch a pair of Fiends updu 


upon'r as a fayour to our Sex if they Raviſh a Woman,: for you muſt know they were fornierly 
Heads of rhe Banditti ———: e-P 


T . G ' "Y 
Pol. Well, and I muſt praife thy Diſcrerion in'Sacrificing thy Body, for o' my Conſcience, if 
they had -ſcen th Smgck-face of mine, I had R—_— por 4 before my Eaiecurion, , 
Cel. They ſenrgheir Pages this Morniag ro Know w it was our pleafure to have your . 
Throars cut : But we anſwered 'em, all was well, and defir'd 'em as evertheyhop'd to P go 
-- agen, to ſtir no further in the matter, | "+ 
__- Pd. Mum, Mum, dear ſweer ſecure my Life and thou fhale command mie for 'the future 
"with as full a ſwing as-chou canſt defireSgnly like thoſe that uſe thar exerciſe, let itbe ro and fro, 
ſometimes at home and ſomerime» abroad, and we'll be as merry' as the day 15 long. mk” 
| <. ab yongl hai el hs "P THR piring td P | 
F wear now {4 was | + a6 0 s it makes me 'w a ' 
what burn for me — And ſhall I not return, I will, I will, Ra punadiprons thou: doſt ha 
TN . _ Enter $f, Andre, Elianor, .- - B94 6." 
oy when thy Pony in the Eire Mr 5 4915+ $4 | 
My Ghoſt riſe and quench it with his UB Al I; 
Sf. As All Fleſh is Grafs, that's certain, we're. all Mortal, the Court's in Mourning for the Prince 


, 
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of Cleve, the Vidam of Chartres is extreamly griev'd .. Heark you Poltrot, ſuteas am aliv© 
he dy'd cf Jealouſie, Well Nefle, for this laſt care of thine, I ſwear;to be conſtant ro thy 
Sheers, and as. thou ſayſt, I chink it will not- be amiſs to tye me to thee now and then, for 
fear of the worſt——Ha ! Poltrot -- 
. Pol. Ha ! Bully, I heard your kind.Exprefons to your Nelle, and I'll ſwear I'll vie thee with 
who ſhall love moſt, for I'll ſwear theſe daily Exampies make my hair ſtand an end——Cut 
my Throar, and rip me open, he ſhall Cuckold me all over firſt, like the Man in the Almanack, 
nay, he ſhall Raviſh her while I hold the door to my own detlow'ring. 


; SCENE. IL 


Nemours, Tournon, 


Nem.Ty) Efolv'd never to ſee me more, and give up her Honour to the Dauphin, that pulingſnive- 
| ling Prince, that looks as if he ſuck'd ſtill, or were always in a Milk Diet for the ſins 
of his Florencine Mother ! - Tour. Bleſs me! you are Jealous. 3 = avant 
Nem, 1 confeſs it———The laſt time 1 had her in Diſguiſe, ſhe made ſuch Diſcoveries as I ſhail 
never forget : Loſe her I muſt not, no, I'll loſe a Limb firſt,” therefore go rell., her, tell her the 
Prince of Cleve's Death has wrought. my Converſion, I grow weary, of my wild Courſes, re- 
pent of my fins, am reſolved to leave off Whoring and marry his Wife _ 
Tour. So the Town talks indeed. | 
Nem, The Town is as it always was and will be, 2 Talk, a Hum, 4 Buz, anda.great Lye— 
Do as 4bid thee, and tell her, juſt as you Wt me, I was going to make my-Court to the Prin- . ,£- 
ceſs# upon her Husband's Tomb, which is true coo, I mean a viſit by the way of Confo- 2 * 
lation, mot but I knew it the ofily opportunity to catch a Woman in the undreſs of her Soul. * 
nay, I wou'd chooſe ſuch a time for my life, and *ris like the reſt of thoſe . ſtarts, and one of 
the Secrets of their Nature; Why they melt, nay,,/in Fire, .Famine, War, or a+ 
ny great Calamity Mark it ——- Let. a man ſtand; but nght before 'em, and like huared 
_ Hares they run into his lap. YI { 2%e© | 
Tow.” But who's the Infirument to bring you toher. ,, 1, -.- : 
Nem. Her Uncle the Vidam, ſhe lies ar his Houſe immur'd in a dark room, with her Husband's 
Image in her view, and ſo reſolves,he ſays, for Death. However Ix ſound her in the ebb of hec 
» if my Boatrun aground 'ris but calling for Margnerite, bs e'll weep a Tide that ſhall ſer 
me afloat agen—- As thus, I'll lay the Dauphin in her diſh, noſe her in the Tintge of. her Pride, 
Railing, Lying, Laming, Hanging, Drowning, Dying, and ſhe comes about age) (Ext. 
Tour. vyou d call _ 
"4F# 14 


Go thy ways Petrontus, nay, if. he were dying too., with his Veins cus, 

for Wine, Fi and Whores, and laighthimſelf into che other World. 
| . La March. 
Where's Marguerite ? | £ 
La M, Ske follows like a Wind, wich ſwollen Cheeks, ruffled Hair, and glaring Eyes, the Prin- 
ceſs of Cleve has found her Fury, nor will ſhe yet believeis 4 44 


| SCENE FILL 75s gi, 
The Princeſs of Cleve. Irene in Morning, Song, as the Priviceſt kneels af tht Seate. 


GE | FEE BY. 
Kep al yeNympis, yourFloods unbind, © The God of Love that fatif hour, 
wW or Strephan's,now no more 3 + When this poor yourh” wiz Botn, 
Your Trefſes ſpread before che Wind, ' Sta | 
And leave the hared Shore :- | 
Sce, ſce, upon the craggy Rocks, 
_ Eiich Goddeſs iripp's Wat ; 
They beat cheir breaſts, aud rand. their Locks, 
And ſwell the Sea with Tears. +. 
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CHORUS, : 
HY ſh Id allthings b:w to Love, 
ITI. / Men below, and Gods above 7X + 
Why fbould all things bow to put ? 
Peath and Fate more awfall move, 


On Stella's Lap he laid his Head, | Death below, and Fate abore, 7 
And looking in her Fyes, Death below, and Fate abr, 
He cry'd, Remember when I'm dead, Mortals, Mortals, try your Skill, 
That 1 deſerve the Prize : Serkeng Good, or ſhumnirg I, 
Then down his Tearslike Rivers ran, Fate will be the burden ftill, 
He figh'd, You Love, -'ris true ; Wilt be the burden ſtill, 
Youlove perhaps a berter Man, Fate will be the burden flill, 
But Ah ! he loves not you, Fate will be the burden ſtill... 


. Princeſs C. Ead thou dearLord !— Yet from thy Throne of Bliſs,. 
If any thing on Earth be worth thy vicw, 
Look down and hear me, hear my fighs and vows, 
Till Death has made me cold, and Wax like rhee : 
Water ſhall be my Driak- and Herbs my Food, 
The Marble of n y Chappel be my Bed; 6 
The Altars fieps my Pillows, while all night 
Stretch'd out, I greaning lye upon the Floor, 
Beat my ſwoll'n Breaſts, and+ thy dear loſs — 
Iren. Ah ! Madam, what a Life have you propos'd 
* Princ, C. Toolittle all for an-Offence like mine ; 
'Yet Death has made me cold, and\Wax like thee : 
For Oh ! Irene, where's the Joy? T find ir here, 
Yes, I-ſhall die withour thoſe-violenr'thearts 
we might have hazarded my Soul—O Heaven <=— 
O rhou that ſeeſt my Heart, and know'ſt myTerrors, 
Wik thou forgive thoſe Crimes I cou 4 not-help, 
And wou'd not hide 2? 
I-en. Doubt not but your Aecoumt ' 
Shall ſtand as fair in his Eternal Book, 
At any Saints above ———— | SONY 
Ree kong Nu fn 
rom wor e Re us hes 3 | id 
For Oh ! I have a pang, alonging wiſh Y Ee" FO 
To ſee the Luckleſs Face of lov'd ; rar 
To a while, and take one laſt Farewel, 
Eike obe that is to loſe-a Limb —— Tis BODE —— 
It was corrupt, a Gangreen tomy Henour, 
Yer I methinks wou'd view the bleeding part, : | 
Shudder a liztle—— Weep —— and grudge at parting. - L 6 
-- But by the Soulof my Triumphant Saint, 
'  Iſwear this Jo wong'ns is without a, guilc, 
. Nor ſhall icever beby. my appointment. 
Enter Nemours. FE 
tren. Bur if he ſhou'd attempr this cruel: vifit; | : 
How wou'd. your: Rieart receive him? « 
Princ..C.,With,ſuch. Temper, / '_ bi 
So clear and calm is height of, my Nisfortune, - Wl 
As thoyj boyhy elf tags wont ander at. pw Pigs 3's jet. 
Tren.. Ha ' but. p 


alheny Is c P', 
| F fart ade OD LY pt? +1 9 
" The en. Be wha has thus encrap'd:your. « Virtan 
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To end a Ang ring weetch—=That dies for LOVEammene 
Price.'G. For Love, my Lord, is this a time for Love, 
In Tears and Blacks, the Livery of Death ? es 
Bur what's your hope, if I ſhou*d ſtay to hear you ? 
-Ah } whatcan you expe from rigorous Virtue, _ 
From Chaſticy as cold as Cleve himſelf? 
You that are made, my Lord, for other pleafures ones 
N:m. Is this then the reward of all my Paſſion ? 
As if there cou'd be any happineſs ? 
Yor this diſconſolace deſpairing wratch, 
ut in your Love alone ? 
Princ. C, You're pleas'd, my Lord 
That I ſhould entertain you, and [ will, 
Before this dear embrancer of Cleve; 
We'll talk of murder'd Love —— And you ſhall hear 
From chis abandon'd. pare of him that was, 
How much you have = loy'd; Aem. Ha' Madam ——4 
Princ, C. Yes, fighing I ſpeak ir Sir, you have inſpir'd me 
Wich. ſomething which 1. never felt before, 
That p'cas'd and pain'd che quicknings of firſt Love ; 
Nor fear'd him chen, when With his Infant Beams, 
. He dawn'd upon wy chill and fenſclefs Blood. 
But Oh ! when he had reach'd his fierce Meridian, 
How different was his form ! that Angel Face, 
Wirth theſe ſhort Rayes, ſhot to a glaring God. 
T grew inflam'd, burnt inward, and the Breath 
Of the grown Tyrant, 'd my heart to Aſhes, ys 
| Nor need I bluſh to e you this Confeſſion, | 
Becauſe, my Lord, 'tis done without Crime. 
Nem. Becauſe of this moſt Bleſt diſcovery, 
I am reſoly'd.to kneel an Age before you. Bis 
. Princ, C. Riſe, I conjure you, riſe, I've told you nothing 
But what'you knew, my Lord, too well before : 
Nortbut 1 always vow'd to keep thoſe Rules 
My duty fhou'd preſcribe. 
Nem. - Strike me not dead 
With dury's name, by Heaven I ſwear you're free 
As Air, as Water, Winds or open Wilds, 
There is no form of obligatton now ? 
Nay, let me ſay, for Dury : O forgive me, 
* Tis utnoſt Dury now to keep my Love 
You have confels'd for me. 
Princ. C. 'Tis Duty 's Charge, 
The voice of Honour, and the cry of Love, 
* That I ſhou'd fly from-Paris as a Peſt, 
Thar 1 ſhou'd wear theſe Rags of life away 
In Sunleſs Caves, in of Deſpair, 
Where 1 ſhou'd never think of Man agen- 
- But more- particularly that of you, . ; 
For reaſons yet unknown 
Ncm. Unknown they are, 
And wou'd to Heaven ey t be ever ſo, 
Since 'ris impoſſible they be juſt 3 
Nay, Madam, let me oy Ghoſt of Cleve D's ' 
Princ;C, Ah { Sir, how dare you, mention thac dear name, 
That drains my Eyes, and crics to Heaven for Blocd. : : 
Name it ao more withour che , | 
For 'tis but roo too truce, you Were the cauſe. _ 


- 
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Of C leve's untimely Death, I ſwear T rhink _ 
No lefs than if you had ſtab'd him thr the Heart, 
Nem. O ! Cruel Princeſs, but why shou'd I anſwer, 
When thus you raiſe the shadow of areaſon 
To ruin me for ever? Is ira fault 
To Love ? Then blame not me; No, Madam, no, 
But blame your ſelf, who told it to your Husband ; 
But Oh ! you wou'd not argue thus agaiaſt me 
If ever you had lov'd 
You have deceiv'd vour ſclfand flatter'd me 
Why am Ithrown elfe from the Glorious height, L4 
Snatch'd in a moment frem my bliſsfull State, 
And hurl'd like Lightnirg by the hand of Fate ? 
 PtinceC. Be farisfi'd,. my Lord, you are not flatter'd, 
I have ſuch lovefor you, that Duties bar, 
Wou'd prove roo weak to hinder our Engagement. 
Burt there is more” SI 
Nem. More Fancy, more Chimera ! 
Bur let ir come, I'll. ſtand the ſtalking Nothing, 
And when the bladder'd Air wou'd turn the Balance, 
T'll caſt in Love ſubſtancial, pondrous Love, 
External Love, and hurſhim to the Beam. | 
Bur ſpeak; "and if a fell of Separarion 


Muſt part my Soul 1d Body, do not wrack me, . 
Bur let the ſteal into my Veins, 
And ' mildly, Madam, as you can. 


Prine. C. Hear then my boſom thought "Tis the laſt crime 
I er $hall ſee you, and tis a poor reward 
For ſuch a Love ; yet, Sir, *ris all F have, 

And you mt a$k no more, MNem.. Be witneſs, Heaven, 
Of my Obedgiexce I will ask her nothing, 

Prince, C. Know then, my Lord, you're free, and 1am ſo 
Free from the Ercrnal Bond of Marriage -—- | 
My Heart roo is inclined by Love like yours, 

Nor can I feat the cenſaring World shou'd blame us. 
But now, my Lord, what pawey on Earth can give 
Security that Bord thall prove eternal? MNem. Ha! Madam. 
Princ, C. Silence, filence I command you 3... 
No, no, Nemeurs, I know the World too well, 
You have 2 ſenſe too nice for long Enjoyment 
Cleve. was the Man that only” cou'd love long : 
Nor can I think his paſſion would have laſted, 
'But rhat he found I could have none for him. 
*'Tis Obſtacle, Aſcent, and Lets and Bars, . 
Thar whet the Appetiteof Love and Glory ; 
Theſe are rhe fuel for that fiery Paſſion, 
But when the flashy ſtybble we remove, 
The God goes out, and there's an end of Love. 
Nem. Ah Madam ! I'm) nor able tocontain, 
But muſt perforce break your commands to arſwee, 
Once to be yours, is to be for ever yours, | 
Yours only, . © ap thought of other Woman. ' ; 
, Princ, C. Why this founds well and natural cill y ou're cloid, 
But Oh ! when one ſartety has pall'd. you, , 
You ficken at each view, and cv'ry glagce. \ 
Betrays your guilry Soul, and ſays you loath her.. 
I know it, Sir, you have the well-bred caſt OP ; 
Of Gallantry and Parcs to gain ſucceſs x | #156 15g 


NY 


oy 


The Princeſs of Cleves © © 


And do but think when various Forms have charm'd you, 

How I ſhould _=_ the _ ou of Love 2? | 
Nem, Ah Madam, now I find you are prejudic'd to blaſt my Ho 
Princ, C. *Tis reafon, all calm reaſon 4 £ ONES 

- Nature affirms no violent thing can laſt, 

I know'r, I ſee't, ev'ry new Face thar came 

Wou'd Charm you from me——Ha ! and cou'd I Love 

To ſee thar Fatal day, and ſee you ſcorn me, 

To hear the Ghoſt of Cleve each hour upbraid me 3 

No, *tis impoſſible, with all my Paſſion, 

Not to ſubmit to theſe Almighty reaſons ; 

For this I brave your nobleſt Qualities, 

T'll keep your Form at diſtance, curb my Soul, 

Deſpair of Smiles and Tears, and Prayers and Oaths, 

And all rhe Blandiſhments of Perjur'd Love : 

I will, I muſt, I ſhall, nay, Ican 

Defie to Death the lovely Traytor Man. 

Nem. No, Madam, think not you ſhall carry. whus, 

"Tis not allowable, *tis paſt example, 

'Tis moſt unnarural, unjuſt and monſtrous; 

And were the reſt of Women thus reſolv'd, 

You wou'd deſtroy the purpoſe of Creation. 

What, when I have the happineſs to pleaſe, 

When Heaven and Earth combine to make us happy, 

Will you Defeat the aim of Deſtiny, 

By moſt unparallel'd extreams of Virtue, 

Which therefore take away its very Being ? 

Princ. C. Away, I muſt not anſwer, but conjure you 

Never to feck occafton more to ſee me 

Farewel= "Tis paſt. Nem. I cannot let you go; 

Vl follow on-my knees, and hold your Robe, 

Till you have promis'd me that I ſhall ſee you, 

To fſhew you how each day by ſlow degrees 

I dye away : This you ſhall grant by Heaven, 

Or you ſhall ſee my Blood let our before you. | 
Prince. C. Alas! Nemours, O Heav'n ! why muſt ir be, 

That I ſhou'd charge you with rhe death of Cleve * 

Alas | why met we not cer F engaged * ; 

To my dead Lord ? and why did: Fate divide us ? 

Nem. Fate does noty no : 

*Tis you rhaf croſs both Fortune, Heaven and Fate ; 

*Fis you obſtrut my Blifs, 'tis you impoſe 

Such Laws as neither Senſe nor Virtue warrant. 

Prince. C. *Tis true, my Lord, I offer much to duty, 

Which but ſubfiſts in thought, therefore have paticnce, 

Expe& what time, with ſuch a love as mine, 
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May work in or Pam. my Hugbands death 
So bleeding, freſh 1 ſee.in the Pangs; 
Nay, look, m— I fee his Tmage riſc. - ? 
And poine an everlaſting Separation 3 
Yet Oh Ee henictoars Tear. Nem, O! flak 
Princ, C, Let go, believe no other Man 
Cou'd thus have wrought me, but your ſelf, to Love: | 
Nem. Stay then. Prince, C I dare not—Thiak I love you till. 
Nem. T do-— But ſtay and ſpeak it 0'cr.agetwn——_— 
Princ. C. Believe that I ſhall loye you to; my death. 
* Nem. I will; But live and love me. Princ, C, Off, I Qurge you 
Believe this parting-wounds me like the Fate 
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Of Cleve or worſe: Believe, bur Oh ' farewel . : 1 


Nem. Believe, but what That laſt thought I implore- 
Princ.C, Believe that you ſhall never ſee me more. ; [ Exit. 
| Enter the Vidam. k*1 
Vid. Well, and how goes the Clame ? Whar, on the Knees. a gather d Brow, aud a large dew 
upon it 2: Nay, then you're a loſer.  Nem. Didſt thou ſce her pals ? 
Vid. 1 did —-fhe wrung me by the hand and figh'd, 
Then look'd back rwice, and c9:ter'd on the threſhold at the door. 
Neyr. Believe thac you (hall never ſee memore——ſhe Lies, Ill Wager my State, I bed hex 
et2hteen Months three Weeks. hence, at half an hour paſt cwo in the Morning. : , 
Vid. Why Faich,-and that's as exat as e'er an Aſtrologer of 'cm all. 
Nem. Give me thy hand, Vidam, F know the. Suuls of 
Women hetter than they know themſelves ; 
] know the Ingredients juſt char make them up, 
All ro looſe Grains, the ſubtleſt volatile Aroms, 
With the whole Miſh maſh of their Compoſition. 
He ark there without, the voice of Margnerve, 
Noiv thou ſhalt ſee a Bartle worth the gazing, 
' Mark buthov eafily my reaſon 1 oags her, 
And yet at jaft Lii (wing iato Friend(hip | | 
Becauſe | love her —— Enter BeKamore. 
Bell, The Princeſs —$hall | ftp her? New. No, let her come, 
With fiying Colours, and with beat of Drum— 
Like che { anatick, I'll bur rub me down, 
And then have at her z Vidam, ſtay you here 
By Heaven I'm jealous of this changeable Stuff, | 
Thirrefore the hits will be the liveher o barh ſides, 
The Dauphin, buc no more —the comes, $she comes. 
| Enter Marguerite puſving Ballamore. 
Marg. Be gone, Villain, Devil. Fury, Monſter of -« Man. 
Nem. Butl:ear me fix words in private. , 
Enter Poltrot, Cel a. $4 . 6 
Pl. And 1 ſwear by this Laſcivious bir of Beauty, I will cleave ro my Celta for Better for 
Worſe, in Searge, Grogrum or Crape, though a Queen shou'd come in my way in Beaten Gold — 
Nem. What then Gentlemen, I p.rc ive there here been Wars at home | yo 
Pol. Nor 4 Battle, my Lord, only 2 Charge, = Charge ſounded, or fo. 
Nem, What was it a ſrumpet, or through a Horn Sir ? : 
Pol. A Horn Sir, a Horn Sir. oo Sir, *twas not a Horh Sir —— Only my Celts was alitcle dif- 
diinfull, bur we are Friends agen Sir, and what then Sir F  -- ; 1 
Nem. Come, come, all &riends, were Turyon. herg-l wou'd forgive her, a little Scorn in a 
pretty Woman, ſoit be not coo much atl-&ed, is a Charm to new Friend$hip 3 rherefare let each + 
Mantake his fair one by the hand, thus ly it £9 his Lips, and Swear © whole Life's Conſtancy— + 
St. A. A$Iwiilto my Netle. though | hauls Cats ax Sea, or cry Small-coal 3 and for him that 
uvbraids her, ['ll have more Bobs, then Demoaritns when he cryd Poer-Jack,, There's more 
Pride in Diogenes, or under a Puritan's Cap, than in a Kings Grawne:.:. : 
Nem. For my part, the Death of ihe Prince of C{tve/\ugooſecond thoughts, has truly roms 
a change in me, 3s nothing elſe but a Miracle cou'd——— For firſt, 1 ſee and:jotth.my Debauche- 
ties—Nex!, while Lam to Health, Iam refolv'd co give fatizfation to all I have wrong'd 37 and 


firſt ro this, Lady, who I will make my Wife betore all this —_—_ Cer we'part=r—This, I 
hope, whenever I dye, will convince the World of the Ingenuity wy Repentanbey;: becauſe 
| T had the power to go on, | $ 
He well Repenrs ttae-wjll vot Sin, yet can, bo 
Bur Death-bed Soros carely chevweeng Map. 
C ol | 1 He I PIO '>18h w; 


4 oo. aw at ond 


Books lately Printed for and Sold byR. Wellingtonat 
the Lute 1n St. Pauls Church-yard. 


A Diſcourſe upon the Nature, and Faculties of Man, in ſeveral Eſſays: with ſome confderations on 
"YL the Occurre' ces of Humane Life, By Tim Nowſe Gent.” F 
Familiar Letters, written by John lite Earl of Rochefter, co the Honoutable Henry Savile Eſq; and other 
\Perſons of Quality, with Kove-letrers, written by the late Ingenious Mr. Ottoway, and ſeveral Letrers 
eo & Sir George Ethrid,e, the late Duke of Buckingham, &c. in two Volumes, cach Vol. may be 
ing A . , 

The works of that Excellent Praftical Phyſ c an Dr. Thomas Sydenham. Wherein not only the Hiſt. of 
accure Diſcaſes are treated of after a new and accurate Method ; but alſo the ſafeſt and ſho way Of Cu» 
ring _ Chronical Diſeaſes : Tranſlated from-the Original Latin, by Fobn Pechey, M. D. of the College , 
of Phyficians, 7 

Ovid Traveſtie : or a Burleſque on Ovid"s Epiſtles, by Capta'n Alarander Radcl f. | 

A new and eafie Method to underſtand the Roman Hiſtory. Witch an Exa® Chronology. of the Reign 
of the Emperors 3. an Account of the moſt Eminent Authors, when they flonrigh'd z and an Abridgmenr 
of the Roman Antiquicies and Cuſtoms, By way of Dialogue, for the uſe of the Duke of Burgundz..- Lone 
our of French, with very Large Additions and Amendments, by Tho. Brown. Very uſefnl and ptoper to be 
read in Schools. 

The Novels, &c. of Mrs. Behn, ColleQed into one Vol. viz. Oroonoko, or theRoyal Slave. Fair Jilt, or 
Prince Tarquin.. Agnes de Caſtro, or the force of Generous Love, The Lovers Watch, or the Art of Love, 
The Ladies Looking-glaſs. The Lucky Miſtake: Ard the Hiſtory of the Nun, or Fair Vow-Breaker, 

RefieAions upon. Antient and Modern Learning. By \ illiam Wotton, B. D. Chaplain ro the Right Honou- _! 
rable the Earl.of Wotttngham. The Second Eicion, with Large Additions. Y Vith a Differration upoa the - } 

Epiſties of Phalaris, Th miftocles, Socrates, Euripides, &c. and Fſope's Fables, by Dr. Bentley. 4 

The Family Phyſician ; being a Choice Collefticn of Approved and Experienc'd Remedies, to cure al] -- | 
Diſeaſes incident to Humane Bodies, -uſeful in-Families, and ſerviceable to Country People, by George Hart-« |} 
man Chymiſt, Servant to Sir Kenetm Dighy, till he dyed. | bo. 

A General Treatiſe of the Diſcaſes of Infants and Children, colle&:d from the moſt Eminent Prattical 
Authors, by John Pechy, of the College of Phyſicians. | 

Contemplations Moral and Divine, in Three Parrs, V Vritten ty the late Lord Chief Juſt. Hales, to which 
is added thc Life ofthe Aythor, by Gi5-rt Lerd Bighop of Sarum. The.chird Part may be had fingly. 

Cocker's Decimal Arichmetick, rhe Second Edirion, . very much enlarged, by Jobn Hawkins Schoolma- 
ſter at St. George's Church in Southwark. NN 

The Art of knowing ones ſelf, or a Diligent ſearchafter the ſprings of: Morrality 3; written in French; by - 3 
Mr. Aberdee, and faithfully Tranflared. | $ 2 1604. 28 gy p- 
 Vade Mecum, or the neceflary Companion, containing Sir Sam. Moreland's Perpetual Alfitauack; ſhew- _. 
ing the days of the Month-for any year, paſt preſenr or to come ; a Table of the Kings Keigaz-fince the 
Conqueſt, compared with the years of Chriſt, A Table of the Reign, wherein any numver of Farthivgs, 
Halt-pence, Pence and Shilling are r of great uſe to all Traders. 6. The Intereſt and Rebare'* 4 
, Of Money, the Forbearance, Diſcount of Annuities. 7. The rates of Poſt-Letters, Tnlard and \* ” 
Outland. 8. Account of the Has Bc « 9.--The Principal Reads in England, shewing the diſtance of . J * 
each. Town from London, alſo the Towns 6n each Road, with the days of the week the Markets are - 
kept on 5- alſo the Mundred and County each Town ftands in. 10. The names of the Counties, Cities and * | 
Borough-Towns in"Exgland and Walg, with the wmber of Knight: Cirizens and Burgefſes choſen therein, - ' 
to ſerve in Parliamenr. 11. The Races. and Fares of Coachmen, Carnith ml Y Vatermen. . Sixth » =... 
Edicion, much Enlarged, | £ 
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PLAYS | 


Plays Printed for and Sold by Richard Wellington, 
| at the Lute in St. Paul's Church-yard: 


Where you may be furniſhed with Dh Foe 


lot and no Plot 
Spanish V Vives 
\ Younger Brother, or Amoyrous }ile 
Old Bachelor 
Agnes de Caſtro 
i | ps; or Banish'thCaviler 
' Helapſe, ar Virtue in Danger 
i Rule a wifc and have a wife 
+ Country wifc 
| Rehearſal ® 
* Anatomiſt or the Sham Door 
Cyrus the Great, or the Tragedy of Love 
Don Qnixot in three _ 
+ Roman Brides Re 
- Marriage Hater Match 1 
; Country wake 
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Abllelazer ? 
Paſtor F Fitts + TP". 
Counrry wits © 
Lovefor "ogg 
Conqueſt of Granadh 
Cheats 

Titus Abllronitns 
Ciry Politicks 
Debauchee - 
Venice Preſerved 
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